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PROLOGUE. _ 


INCE plays are but the mirrour of our lives, 

And ſoon, or late, mankind are chain'd to wives ; 

Since thoſe difſobweleſs fetters too, muſt be 

Our greateſt happineſs, or miſery ; 

What ſubject ought, in reaſon, more to pleaſe ye, 

Than an attempt to make thoſe chains fit eaſy ? 

Tho in the nooſe ſo many ſouls ſeem curſt, _ 8 

Pray who's in fault? — For when you've ſaid your worſt, 

You all did feel its happineſs————at firſt. 

Therefore our author drew you once the life 

Of Careleſs Huſband, and enduring wife, 
ho by her patience (tho' much out 0 8 

Retriev'd, at laſt, her wanderer's inclination. 


Yet 2 there are, who ſtill 22 the play, 0 


At her tame temper ſbocſ d, as who ſhould ſay - 
The price for a dull huſband, was too much to pay. 
Had he been ſtrangled ſleeping, ⁊ulio ſhould hurt ye ? 
When ſo provok'd— revenge had been a virtue. 
ell then—to do his former moral right, - 
Or ſet ſuch meaſures in a fairer light, 

He gives you now a W . he's ſure in faſhion, 

Whoſe wrongs uſe modern means for reparation. 

No fool, that will her life in ſufferings waſte, 

But furious, proud, and inſolently chaſte ; 

Who more in honour jealous, than in love, 

Reſolwes reſentment ſhall her wrongs remove : 

Not to be cheated ⁊vith his civil face, 

But ſcorn his . and to prove him baſe, 

Mb d up in hack triumphant doggs him to the place. 
Theſe modiſh meaſures, we preſume, you'll o⁊un, 

Are oft what wives of gallantry have done ; 

But if their conſequence Frould meet the curſe 

Of making a provok'd averſion worſe, 

Then you his former moral muſt allow, 
Or own the ſatyr juſt he ſbewws you now. | 
Some other follies too, our ſcenes preſent, 

Some duarn the fair from gaming, when extravagant. 
But when undone, you ſee the dreadful take, 

That hard preſsd wiriue is reduc'd to make ; 


Think 
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| 
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PROLOGUE. 


Think not the terrors you behold her i in, 


Are ruzlely drown t'expoſe whit has been ſeen ; 
But as:the friendly muſes tender ft way, "RY 
To let her — Warn you from the depths of play. . 


Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. 
Lord Wringlave, Mr. Sranks. 


Lord George Brilliant, Mr. CavrurnLy. 
was Sir Friendly Moral, Mr. ATx1ns. 


Bruſb, Mr. G. Dawsox. ; 
WOMEN. 

Lady 3 love, Miſs Scxzce. F 

Lady Gentle, RA Mrs. SPARK S. 

Mrs. Congue/t, | Mrs. Grvirr s. 

Miſs fs Notable, 8 Miſs Baksafri. 

Hardborn, . | Mrs. HE Anu. 
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er IL SCEMG 5 
Lord WroxGLove's Apartment, 


Lord WroncLove alone, Muſing. 
M*. wife—as abundance of other men of quali- 


ty's wives are — is a miſerable woman: Aſk 
huſband, aſk me: 1 
all's entirely owing to her own dener. 
Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 

Mrs. Harti. My lady deſires to know if your lordſhip 
pleaſes to ſpare her the chariot this morning ? | 

L. Wrong. Hah! That's as much as to ſay, I have a 
mind to gueſs when, and how you go out this morning, 
[4/ide.] Well, the chariot is at her ſervice. (Exit Hart. . 
This continual jealouſy is inſupportable———whar's 
to be done with her? What's her complaint ? Who's 
the aggreſſor? I'll even refer the matter fairly to my 
own conſcience, and if ſhe caſt me there, Pl do her 
juſtice; if not tho' the coſt were ten times hers, I'II 
make myſelf eaſy, for the reſt of my life. Let me 
ſee, as to the fact I'm charg'd with, wiz. That I 
have feloniouſly embezzled my inclinations among the 
rough and ſmooth converſation of ſeveral undaunted 
gentlewomen, and fo fort. That I think, ince 
it muſt be prov'd againſt me, I had beſt plead guilty to 
he it ſo—Very well !——A 2 charge indeed: 
And now B Enter 


her the reaſon, ſhe'll tell you- 
ſay, wife 


'6 $ The Lach 's laſt Stake: Or 


word, and the buſineſs is done. 


US; 


N My lad N ir Kitts 
Byuſh. My lady deſires to know if your lordſhi 
pleaſes to dine at-home to day ? ; =P 


IL. Wrong. Right! Another gentle enquiry. , (A/c. - 


Why, tell her tis impoſſible to gueſs, but her ladyſhip 
may do as ſhe pleaſes. [Exit Bruſb] But go on Now 
let's hear the-defendant, and then proceed 40 judgment 
and damages. Well! the defendant ſays, that tis true 
he was in love with madam up to her proud heart's 


wiſhes, but hop'd th it marriage was his end of ſervi- 


tude, that then her wiſe reſerve, her pride, and other 
fine ladies airs would be all alide——No—her lady- 
ſhip was ftill the ſame unconquer'd heroine ; if being 
endur'd could give me happineſs, 'twas mine: if not, 


the knew herſelf, and ſhou'd not bend below her Sex's 


value.— bore this long, then urg'd her duty; that 


this reſerve of humour was inconſiſtent with her being 


a friend, a wife or a companion .——She ſaid *twas na- 
ture's fault, and I but talk'd in vain—Upon this I found 
my patience began to have enough on't; ſo I e'en 
made her invincible-mip a low bow, and told her, I 
would diſpofe of my time in pleaſures which were a 
Htcle more come at- able; which pleaſures I have 
found, and ſne has found out, but truly ſhe won't 
bear it: And tho' ſhe ſcorn'd to love, ſhe'll conde- 
ſcend to hate : ſhe'll have redreſs, revenge, and repa- 
ration ; ſo that if T have a mind to be eaſy at home, 1 


need but tremble at her anger, down on my knees, 


amendment, keep my 
Now venerable, .hu- 
man confcience, ſpeak, maſt I do this only to purchaſe 
what the greatneſs of her ſoul has taught me to be in- 


confeſs, beg pardon, promi 


different to? Am T bound to faſt, becauſe her ladyſhip 


has no appetite ? Shall threats and brow-beatings fright 
me into juſtice, where my own will's a law? No, no, 


nd, poſitively ne I'm lord of my own heart ſure, 


and whoever thinks to enter at my humour, ſhall ſpeak 
me very fair Moſt generous conſcience, I give you 
thanks for this deliverance ! and ſince I'm poſitive, I've 


little nature on my fidetoo, madam may now go on with 


her noble reſentmenrifiſhe pleaſes. 
| Enter Bruſh. | 
Bruſh. Lord George Brilliant gives his ſervice, and if 


your lordſhip's at leiſure he?) wait upon you. Ld. 


five at t 


The Wife s | Reſentment. ; & 
ks Wrong. Give my fervice, ſay, I ſhall be glad to ſee 
him. Exit Bruſh. 
D'ye hear, Bruſb ! (Bru returns. 
Bruſh, My lord! 
L. Vong. Is the footman come back yet? 
Breuß. , my lord, he called at Vbite s, but chad 8 


no letter for your lordſhip: 


3 Wrong. Very well. (Exit Braſh. 
I can't imagine the meaning ef it.--Sure I haven' t play d 


with this baby fac'd girl till I'm in love with her; and 


yet her diſappointing me yeſterday does not- ſlip fo eaſily 
through my memory, as things of this gentle nature us'd 
to do.— And yet, if ſhe had come, tis ten to one, the 
greateſt relief ſhe cou'd have given me, wou'd have been 
a fair excuſe to get rid of her, — — Hum! ay, ay, all's 
ſafe. She has only flirr'd my pride Pfind, my heart's 
as found as my conſtitution. ng yet her not com- 
ing, nor exeuſing it, puzzles me. , : 
| 1 6 . Znter Braſh. | 
ruh. A letter for your lordſhip... 
L. Wrong, Who brought it. 
0 » Snug, the chairman. 


reg. O!] 'tis right, now we ſhall be lee! into the 24 


Pn. Reads. 
1 Won't beg your * for not comin e becauſe 


it was not my fault, but indeed I am hg J could not. 
ind however, tho' 'tis poſſible ſhe may lye too) To 


| 15 ſhort, old Teizer /moaks the bufßneſi, fo/e——By her 


&yle, the child ſeems to have a great genius for ini- 
quity : But, who the deuce is old Teizer ? Ol! that muſt 
be her uncle Sir Friendly Moral! Smoaks the buſmeſs, 


pe very well. 


For he watch'd me all day, as if ho Andie in love with 

me him: 1 & But you may depend on me this afternoon, about 
ſame place, till when, dear Diſmal, adieu. 

(Tears the letter. 

Well faid ! J gad, this girl will debauch me ! what pity 

"tis, her perſon does not ſpread like her underſtanding--- 

but ſhe is one of Eve's own ſiſters, born a woman: Bid 
the fellow _ for an anſwer. | 

B 2 | (Enter 


„ 
> 


*em firſt, and then revenge 'em with my ſcorn 


SF 


8 | The Lady's laft Stabe: Or, | 
Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn. 
Hart. My Lady defires to know, if your lordſhip 


pleaſes to drink any tea ? 
L. Wrong. ( Afide) What a meſs of i impertinence have 


I had this morning: But ll make my n this. 


Pray thank your lady, and tell her Idefire ſhe'll be pleas'd 


io come: drink ſome with me. | 
(Exit Hartſ. 


When a man has a little private folly upon his hands *tis 
prudent to keep his wife in good humour, at leaſt, till 
the frailty's thoroughly committed. 


* * Wronglove and Bruſh. 
Where's my lord ? 
OY eee eee madam; if 
El tis pleaſes P11 go and ſee. 

La. Wroxg. No, ftay——I'll---PlI---wait without. 

Brufb. Jealous by Jupiter, I muſt look ſharp, I ſee. 
(Retires. 
La. Wrong. Wri riting! Then I'm confirmed! Not a 


Frit. 


| day paſſes without ſome freſh diſcovery of his perfidiouſ- 


neſs this uſage is beyond patience———ſure men 
think, that wives are ſtocks or ſtones, without all ſenſe 


ol injuries, or only born, and bound to bear em! But 


fince his villanies want the excuſe of my deſerving them, 
PI let him fee I dare reſent em as 1 ought. Fl prove 


Hum! What's here, a torn letter! Ha! This hand is 


new! O! my patience ! Some freſh, ſome undiſcover'd 


ſlut! Here! Harthorn ! | 
Enter Hartſhorn. 
Go to the door this minute, and tell the impudent fel- 
low there, that my lord ſays the letter requires no an- 
ſwer; and if he offers to bring any more, he'll have his 
limbs broke. 
Bruſb. (Behind) Ha! This was a lucky diſcovery ; 


between my lord, or my lady, it's hard if 2 don' t mend 
my place by it. 


La. V. rong. It is not yet ſo torn, ; I * nd it 


Twill coſt his wit ſome trouble to evade this proof, 


I'm ſure P!I have it piec'd, and ſend it him 
Pl let * ſee I know him ſtill A baſe, a mean--- 
euh! 


"7 


ws 


N 1 


0 


we 0 1 Yu = (07 w {| Ww c- 


The Wie: Refentmant. 9 
euh Nos, he's nauſeous to me. 
(Exit Lady Moog: 
\ Re-enter Lord Wronglove cuith a Letter. 
L. Frong. Here, give this tq th e porter. Ph 
Bruſa. My lord, £ er's gone. 
, +. Wrong Gone ow fo) What docs the fellow | 
neer at 
Bruſs. My lord, I Loop your lordſhip- + pardon ſor 
my boldneſs, but Er ben it may be more alcfal to you 
than my filenge ; I ſaw ſomething that 5 
L. Wrong. 4 the 2 


= her pick up the pieces of that letter your lordſhip: - 
tore juſt now; and then ſhe-flew into a violent paſſion, 
2 ordered the porter to be ſent away without his an- 
wer. 
L. Wrong. No matter, you know where to find him 2- 
Bruſb. 3 my lord, he plies at White's: 
L. Wrong. Run after him quick, tell him it was 2. 
miſtake, and that's his anſwer. (Gives 4 letter 
(Exit Bruſh. 


* 


Let me fre ſhall certainly hear of this letter from * + i 


my wife; and 's probable her pride will have as much: 1 
pleaſure in reproaching me, as ol. foe good nature wou d 
» finding me innocen I . take care not to 1 
let her row upon me. — O bear the open inſolence- l 
of a wife, is a puniſhment, that exceeds both the crime- ; 
and the pleaſure of any favours that ſex can give us.— 
But why am I ſo apprehenfive of a poor” waman's being 
out of humour? my gravity for the matter would be as. 
ridienleus as her b .— Ihe worſt on't is, that in 
our matrimonial iquabbles, one ſide's generally fore d to. 
make a. confidence with their ſervants; I am reduc'd. 
now to truſt this fellow———Bur I can make i it his 1 in- 
tereſt to be ſecret. 
Enter Hoathhoen ewith tea. 
Hare Here's you lordſhip's tea, | 
B3 8 


** 


* 


ha! ha! ha! 


10 The Lady's Iaft-Stake: Or, 


L. Prong. O! Thank you, Mrs. Harthorn—where's 
your lady ? | | YE 


Hart. My lord, ſhe is not very well, and deſir'd me 


to gu your {ordſhip this. (Gives a letter. 
L. Frong. Soh! Now it comes—let's ſee—ha ! the 
child's letter faith, carefully piec'd together again, how 


| —here's ſomething of her own hand too. 


(Reads) | 1 8 
C Omething has happen d that makes me unfit- for tea, I 


wor'd tell you what, but that T find tis the faſhion 


for married people to have ſeparate ſecrets. 

Humph! This is ſpeaking pretty plain—Now if I take 
no notice of it, I ſhall have her walk by me in the houſe 
with a dumb, gloomy inſolence for a fortnight together 
——ſuppoſe I let her—no—better talk with her—the 
moſt violent jealouſy is often ſubje&t to the groſſeſt 
eredulity— I'll make one puſh for't however, *t1s 
certainly more prudent to come off if I car Mrs. 


Hariſborn, pray tell your lady I muſt needs fee her, I 


have ſomething to ſay to her that will make her laugh, 


- thoughſhe was dying of the vapours. | 


Hart/. My lord, I'II tell her. (Exit. Hartſ. 
L. Wrong. Or ſuppoſe her jealouſy is too wiſe for my 
wit, ſay ſhe won't K impoſed upon: At worſt, III 
carry it on with ſuch an exceſs of aſſurance, that Ill 
=_ her the mortification of thinking, that I believe 1 


have deceiv'd her: She ſhan't have the pleaſure of 
knowing ſhe inſul's me, I'll cruſh the very hope of her 


reſentment; and by ſeeming always eaſy myſelf, make 
her jealouſy a private plague to her inſolence ! She 
ſhall never catch me owning any thing. Her pride 


wWou'd have its end indeed, if ſhe cou'd once bring me 


to the humble ſhame of confeſſion. —O ſhe's here! 
| Ei ter Lady Wronglove, very grave. 

La. Vrong. D'ye want me for any thing ? 

Ld. Wrong. Ay, child, fit down, Hareſborn told me 
you were not well, ſo I had a mind to divert you a lit- 
tle. Such a ridiculous adventure ſure—Ha! ha! ha! 
La. Wrong. Tam as well as Texped to be, tho' per- 
haps not ſo eaſy to be diverted. 

Ld. Vrong. Ha! ha! ha! no matter for that, if I 
don't divert you——Here take your diſh, chili 


La. 


> 
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The Wife's Ro/entment. 11 
La. Vrong. I ſhan't drink any. | | 

Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! Do you know, that F 
know what makes you ſo out of humour? ha! ha! ha! 

La. Wrong. I'll ſwear you've a good aſſurance. 
(Turning away. 
Ed. Wrong. Hal ha! ha! Do you know too, that I 
am now inſulting you with the moſt ridiculous malice, 
and oa with all the comical juſtice-in the world ; ha.! 
ha ! ha! | 45 | 
La. Wrong. My lord, all this is mightily thrown a- 
way. upon me, I never had any great genius to humour ; 
beſides that little I have, you know I have now reaſon 
to be out of: And to ſpare you the vain trouble of en- 
deavouring to impoſe. upon me, I muſt tell you, that 


this uſage is fit only for the common wretches you con- 


verſe with. _ | | | 

Ld. Wrong. By my ſoul, I don't believe the like ever 
happen'd in all. the accidents of human life! Such an 
incredible, ſuch a romantic complication of blunders, . 
that, let me periſh, if I think Molieres Cocu Imaginare 
hashalf ſo many turns in it, as you. ſhall hear, child 


In the firſt place, the porter makes a blunder by miſtak- 


ing the place for the perſon, and enquires for me, in- 
ſtead of one at my houſe; my blockhead Bruſh here 
carries it on, and with his own blundering hand, gives 
his miſtreſs's letter to me: No ſooner was that miſtake 
ſet to rights, but the pieces of the letter fell into. your 
hands, and (as if fortune reſolv'd the jeſt ſhould not be 
loſt) you really fancy it came from a miſtreſs of mine, 
and ſo by way of comical reſentment, fall out of hu- 
mour with your tea, and ſent it to me again. Ha! 

kat hah: :.:_- JE | 
La. Wrong. This evaſion, my lord, is the worſt ſtuff 
that ever any ſure was made of. 65 ; 
La. Wrong. (Afide.) Twont do, I find, but 'tis no 
matter, I'll go on. Ha! ha! and ſo upon this, what 
does me, I but initead of making you eaſy, lets you 
50 on in the fancy, till I was thoroughly convinc'd your 
uipicion. was real, and then comes me about with the 
moſt unexpected cataſtrophe, and tells you the whole 

truth of the matter, ha! ha! ha. 5 3 
La. Wreng, A very, pretty farce. indeed, my lord, 
| but 


+ The Lady's laft Stake: Or, 


but by the thinneſs of the plot, I ſee you have nat 8 

yourſelf much trouble in the contrivance. ry 
Ld. Wrong. No, upon my ſoul; *twas allfo directly in t 

nature, that the leaſt fiction * the world had knogkt i it as 


all to if 
Ls. Frog It's very well, in lord, I am as. much 8 
Poems with the entertainment, y ſuppoſe, a$ yon ex: 


pect I ſhould be. | A 
Ld. Wrong. Ha, ha, why did I not tell you I thou'd 
divert you? B) 


La. Wrong. You have indeed, my lord, to aſtoniſh-, I ſu 
ment. Tho' there's one part of the deſign you left out Su 
in the relation, and that was — anſwer, tht "or Wrote; 

(by miſtake, I ſuppoſe). to your man's miſtre h 

Ld. Wrong. O that !—why that — was —the of 
—the—the anſwer ? Ay, ay, the anſwer was ſent after 
the porter, becauſe, you know, if he bad gone awa 
without it, *twas fifty to one the poor fellow's'm s miſtreſs fen 
wou'd not have been reconcil'd to him again this fort- | 
night. but did you obſerve, child, what a coarſe m0 
familiar ſtyle the puſs writes ? ma 

Laa. Wrong. Coarſeneſs of ſtyle is no proof that the | 
puſs might not be miſtreſs to a man of quality: And 1 nac 
muſt tell you, my lord, when men of quality can find " | 
their account in engaging with women, whoſe higheſt If qo, 
modeſty is impudence, methink they ſhou'd not won- Inet 
der if men of their own principles, whoſe impudence I 42, 
is ſo often miſtaken for wit, ſhould talk their waves. 100 ſin 


the ſame failin ] 
Ld. Wrong. En me die, child, if you han't a great bl 
deal of d ſenſe. 1 
( Sipping . 1 


La. Wrong. *Tis not the firſt time that an affronted ner 
wife has convinc'd the world of her perſonal merit, to vic 


the ſevere repentance of her huſband, * 

Id. Wrong. Abundance of good ſenſe. mT, = 

Enter Bruſh. ; | : ; the 

Brass. Lord George, my lord. the 
Id 2 . Defire him to walk in nay you need 


not go, child. 
La. Wrong. I am not in an humour now for company 


here's a 3 you. 5 88 Lady cs I 
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| The Wife's Reſentment. - 13 
Ld. Wrong. What pains this filly woman takes to wea- 
ry me, always widening the breach between us, as if 
'twere her intereſt to have no hopes of accommodation; 
as if ſhe felt no-pain in making her own life wretched, 
ſo ſhe cou'd but imbitter mine—let her go on—here's 
one that always ſweetens it. | 
Enter Lord George. 
Ah, my Georgy / kiſs. _ 
Ld. Geo. And kiſs, and kiſs again, my dear. 


By Ganymede, there's nectar on thy lips. O the plea- 
ſure of n friend to tell the joy !. O Wronglove ! 
Such hopes 


Ld. Wrong. Hey-dey ! what's the matter ? . 

Ld. Geo. Such ſoft ideas ! —Such thrilling thoughts 
of aching pleaſure !—In ſhort, I have too much on't. 

Ld. Wrong. Thou ſtrange p ece of wild nature ! 

Ld. Geo. Death! I tell thee, man, I'm above half 
ſeas over. x "Ir | 

Ld. Wrong. One would rather think half the ſeas 
were over you; for, in my mind, you don't talk like a 
man above water. | | | 

Ld. Geo. Prithee forgive me: How is it poſſible I 
ſhou'd, when all my faculties are drown'd in joy? 

Ld. Wreng. Then prithee, my dear, float about, ſhut 
down the tluice of your rapture, before the nothing- 
neſs of your words gets over the banks of your under- 
_ g. Ia plain common ſenſe, let's know the bu- 
ineſs. 

Ld. Geo. Why the buſineſs, in one word—it's impoſ- 
ſible to tell you. | "Ea 
Ld. Wrong. Impoſſible !\-—-—will you drink any tea? 

Ld Geo. Tea! thou ſoft, thou ſober, ſage, and ve- 
nerable liquid, thou innocent pretence for bringing the 
wicked of both ſexes together in a morning ; thou fe- 
male tongue-running, ſmile-ſmoothing, heart-opening, 
wink-tipping cordial, to whoſe glorious infipidity Lowe 
the happieſt moment of my life, let me fall proſtrate 
thus, and ſ—p, ſ—p, ſ—p, thus adore thee. 7 

|  ( Kneels and ſips the Tea. 

Ld. Wrong. Come, come, you filly affected rogue, 

Zet up, and talk at leaſt like a fool to be — 
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Ld. Geo. Don't you think there's pleaſure in affecta- In 
tion, when one's heartily in good humour. ws þ 

Bu N [Very Mh. Ii. 
Ld. Wrong. Impertinent puppy — Drink your tea. [4 
Ld. Geo. O Wronglove { I have been drinking tea. 

| | | [Tran/ported. il © 

Ld. Wrong. With ſome laughing ladies, I preſume, 
whoſe inceſlant concuſſion of words won d not let yeu ty 
put in a ſyllable, and ſo you are come to eaſe yourſelf th. 

upon me. | 1 

I. Geo. Then prithee be a friend, and let me ſpeak. © 
| Ld. Wrong. Not only blank verſe, but rhime, if you 


pleaſe, in the name of nonſenſe go on. ON 
Ed. Geo., Swear then. p 

Ld. Wrong. Swear! Y 

Ld. Geo. Ay ſwear. | WC 

Ld. Wrong. + Blood ! | no 


| Ld Geo. Pſhah! Prithee. p 
Ld. Wrong. Nay, pray, Sir, give me leave to play 
the fool in my turn; the moment you ſpeak to be un fh. 
derſtood, I'll ſecure you a reaſonable anſwer. 0 
Ed. Gee. Swear then never (to any mortal) to truſſ /,” 


from you, to hint, or ſpeak of what I ſhall diſcover. _ 
Ld. Vrong. Upon Honour. ſhe 
Ld. Geo. Honour! the common hackney-oath offi , * 
fops, rakes, and ſharpers; ſwear me by ſomething | - 
dearer, than thy eyes, than life or liberty. ble 
Ed. Frong. Indeed! | | 
Ld. Geo. | Ss me by all the tendereſt hopes in love I 

; by thy ſoft ſighs of pain proceeding from thy pleaſure; | 
wear | Cc 
Ld. Vrong. I do by ſomething dearer to me yet * 
by my ſhort ſtay after poſſeſſion; by my chaiſe afteſſ eve 
hard riding; by my eaſy-chair after dinner, and b ba 


t'other bottle after the bill's paid, I will be ſecret. 

Ld. Geo, Ay, now be perjur'd if thou dareſt 
know then at laſt, that generous lovely creaturd tha 
has ſaid behind my back, that I am the moſt ſobeſſ her 
 good-humour'd, and agreeable inoffenſive youn g fellow 


that ever came into a civil family; to be ſhort, ſhe ha ey 
made me a general invitation to her houſe, upon which _ 


er back 
i cloſet 


I have taken lodgings, Wet. look full into 
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cloſet-window, and drank tea with her alone this morn- 
ing. | | 
I, 4. Wrong. Some humble ſinner, whoſe only charm 
ah. Nis being another man's miſtreſs, I'll lay my life on't. 
| [afide.) Well, and what did you give her ? 
al 
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a. Ld, Geo. A bleeding heart, 
ted. wounds of her eyes own making. | 
Ld. Wrong. That is, yon pull'd out your watch as 
you were going away, and ſhe took a fancy to one of 
rſelf the ſeals: tho? by the device, I preſume it was only a 
modern bauble, fo tis probable you might not have 

eak. MW come off much cheaper at Mother Davits. 
youlſh Id. Geo. Profanation ! 'To be ſerious then at 
once, I have folid hopes of my Lady Gentle. 

Ld. Wrong. Hoh! hoh! O thou vain, thou ſenſeleſs 
fop! Is all this mighty rapture then only from a fine 
woman's being commonly civil to thee ? The mere in- 
nocent effect of her good humour and breeding. 

Ld. Geo. Pſhah, tell not me of whence it is born, let 
it ſuffice, I've form'd it into hope, let your tame, civil, 
ſecret-ſighers, ſuch as never think the fair one ſure, till 
they hear the tag of her lace click, think it no cauſe for 
joy; but I've a ſoul, that wakes, that ſtarts me up at 
the leaſt dawning cranny of a hope, and ſets my every 


ſtudded o'er with 


faculty on fire ſhe muſt ſhe muſt——— 
ſhe ſhall be won= for ſince I have reſolv'd to 
hope, my fancy doubly paints her beauties— O1 
ſhe's all one fragrant eld of charms, to pamper up the 


blood of wild deſire. | 

Ld. Wrong. Ah George“! What luſcious morſels then 
maſt her huſband take of her? | 

Ld. Geo. Why didſt thou mention him? Death! 
I can't bear that thought---Can ſhe love him ?---O the 
verdant vales, the downy lawns of fruitful bliſs! The 
ever flowing ſprings of cool refreſhing beauty, that 
happy dog muſt revel, range, and ſport in! 1 

Ld. Vrong. Nay, the woman's a * creature, that's 
certain, it's a thouſand pities one can't laugh her out of 
that unfaſhionable folly of liking her huſband, when 
here's a man of undiſputed honour too, that knows the 
world, that underſtands love and ruin to a tittle; that 
would at the leaſt tip of a wink rid her of all her in- 
cumbrances, ſet her at the very top of the mode, and 
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qualify her for a ſeparate maintenance, in the twinkling 
of an -hackney-coach-window. 


| Ld. Geo. Can you be a moment ſerious ? t 
LA. Wrong. Faith, Sir, if I am not, 'tis only to make 
| youſo. | 
Ld. Geo. You feem to think this buſineſs impracti- 
cable. 5 a 


Ld. Wrong. Why truly for any great progreſs I ſee 
you have made, I don't think but it is: And if you'll 1 
take my opinion of the woman, 1 do think, provided 
you'll allow there's any ſuch thing in nature, ſhe's one MW 2 
of impregnable virtue: That you can no more make t 
a breach in her honour, than find a flaw in her features : 
Bate but a little of her over-fondneſs for play, ſhe's the 
perfection of a good wife. | 

Ld. Geo. O your ſervant, Sir, you own the has a ft 
paſſion for play then. p 

Ld. Wrong. That I can't deny, and what's worſe, I cl 
doubt ſhe likes it a great deal better than ſhe underſtands 
it. I hear ſhe has loſt conſiderably to the count of late. tt 

Ld. Geo. You muſt know then, that the count is my ri 
engineer; he and I have a right underſtanding ; when- 
ever ſhe plays we are ſure of her money: Now he has 
already ftript her of all her running caſh, beſides eight fa 
hundred pounds upon honour: For payment of which, M ÞP: 
I made him ſend her a downright preſſing letter, by P: 
me this aps, I obſerved her a little ſtartled when MW 85 
ſhe. read it, and took that opportunity to ſcrue myſelf C. 
into the ſecret, and offer'd my aſſiſtance; to be ſhort, 0 
J addreſs'd myſelf with fo tender a regard to her confu- m. 
fion, that before we parted, I engag'd this afternoon to ſh 
lend her a thouſand pounds of her own money to pay 
him. . 8: 

Ld. Vrong. I confeſs your battery's rais'd againſt the ea 
only weak fide of her virtue. But how are you ſure you 
can work her to puſh her ill fortune; ſhe may 28. over 
play: What will all your advantages ſignify, if ſhe 
does not loſe to yGu more than ſhe can pay? 

Ld. Geo. O, I have an expedient for that too---look 
you, in ſhort, I won't ſpoil my plot by diſcovering it ; 
a few er will make it ripe for execution, and then 

but 
T here is nv fear that I ſhould tell, 
T he joys that are unſpeakable. 


Ld. 


2 
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you are in love in another place. 


earth. N 
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Ld. Wrong. Ha, ha, and ſo you are really in love td- 

the laſt extremity of paſſion. 8 
Ld. Geo. Prithee don't laugh at me. Wy 
| (Aﬀeetedly, 
Ld. Vrong. Don't you think I have heard you with 

a great deal of patience? 

Ld. Geo. Nay, I know we puppies in love are tire- 
ſome. 
Ld. Wrong. And fo you think that all this extrava- 
gance of your ſtyle and geſture muſt have convinc'd me, 


that you really care ſix- pence for this woman ? 


Ld. Geo. Wou'd you have me ſwear ? 

Ld. Wrong. Ay, come, do a little. 

Ld. Geo. Why then, by all the ſacred ties of honour, 
friendſhip, and reſtleſs love, had I but five thouſand 
pounds in the whole world, and nothing elſe could pur- 


' Chaſe her | | 


Ld. Wrong. I dare ſwear you'd give it every ſhilling, 
that you really could love her, tho? it were only to get 
rid of your paſſion for Mrs. Congueſt. 

Ld. Geo. Why then, look you 

Ld. Wrong. You may ſwear till you are black in the 
face; but you love her, her only, indeed you do: Your 
paſſion for lady Gentle is affected, not but I grant you'll 
purſue it, for when nothing's in view, you're indefati- 
gable : You are a little uneaſy at the ſmallneſs of Mrs. 
Congueſt's fortune, and would fain perſuade yourſelf 
but hark'ee, you'll 
marry her And fo if your chariot's at the door you 
ſhall carry me to Mrs. White's. 2 | 

Ld. Geo. Why then (except myſelf) thou art poſi- 
tively the moſt impudent fellow upon the face of the 


D 


(Exeunt. 


e ond of the firft act. 


8 lord Wrongleve bought it. 
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ACT IE. Scene continues. - 


Lady Wronglove alone. 5 
H am I thus uneaſy? Sure T am 
W unreaſonable in my temper, I over- 
rate myſelf. For if the huſband's violation of his 
marriage vow is in itſelf ſo foul an injury, whence is it 
that the law's ſo ſparing in its proviſion of redreſs ! and 
yet 'tis ſure an injury, becauſe juſt nature, makes the 
pain of bearing .it outrageous O hard condition 
For if even that pain provokes the wife to move for 
reparation, the world's groſs cuſtom makes her perhaps, 
a jeſt to thoſe that ſhould aſſiſt her. If ſhe offends, 
her crime's unpardonable, yet if injur'd, has no right 
to compenſation : it may be uſual this, but ſure tis un- 
tnatural. | DEE 3: | 


La. W — 


e Hartſno n. boys hes 
Mrs. Hari/. Madam, the porter's come back. 
La. Wrong. Bring him in. Tos} 


Enter Porter. 


' Well-filead, bow. far heave you followed em. ?. © 


Port. Why, and it pleaſe your honour, firſt they both 
went in Lord George's chariot to Whzte's. 
La. Wrong. How long did they ſtay? | 


7 


Port. Why, and it pleaſe your honour, they ſtay'd, 

as near as I can gueſs, about. a very little time. 
La. Vrong. Whither did they go then? _ 
Port. Why then they ſtopt a little at the coach mak- 


er's at Charing-Cro/s, and look'd upon a ſmall thing 


there, they call a booby-hutch, and did not ſtay ; an 

ſo then ſtopt again at the fruit ſhop in Cowvent-Garden, 
and then juſt went up to Tom's. coffee-houſe, and then 
went away to the toy-ſhop at the Temple gare, and there 


they ſtay'd I can't tell how long, and pleaſe you. 


La. Frong. Did they buy any thing! 
Port. Ves, a number of things, truly. 
La. Wrong. Were they moſtly for men's uſe or how ? 


Port. Nay, I don't know; ſuch ſort of trangams as 
the gentry uſe I remember one was ſuch a kind 


of a ſmall ſcizzar caſe as that by your honour's fide, my 


N 4 7 a. F & oh 


The Wife's Re/entments 19 
La. Wreng. So! that was not for me I'm ſure. (4/2e.) 
Do you know what he paid for't ? | 
Port. Troth, I can't ſay I do, they came away, 
an't like your honour, but I did not ſee them pay for 
any thing And ſo after tha | 
| | Enter Hariſporn. 
Hart/. Young Mrs. Notable-is come to wait upon your 
ladyſhip. | GEES 
Ls. Nan Hete: come into the next room, friend, 
I muſt emptoy you farther.—.<— Deſire her to walk 
in, Ill wait upon her preſently. | e 
ee Exit Lady Wrong, and Porter. 
* Re-enter Mrs, Hartſhorn avith Mi/s Notable. | 
Mrs. Hart/. If your ladyſhip pleaſes to walk in, my 
lady knows you are here, madam. Dear madam ! 
how extremely your ladyſhip's grown within this half 
ear? | | 
f Miſs Netable. O fie, Mrs. Hartſporn, you don't think 
me taller, do you ? 15 7 „„ 
Mrs. Harti. O dear madam! To. an infinity ! Nay, 
and ſo plump too, ſo freſn- look ' d, ſo round-hip'd, and 
full cheſted. that I'm ſure, madam, he! 
he! if I were a young gentleman of quality, madam, 
he, he! Your ladyſhip will pardon my freedom 1 


proteſt—he ! he! | 
(Curthing and ſimpering. 

Miſs Noe. I vow, Mrs. Hartſborn, you have a great 
deal of good humour; is not your lady very fond of 
you ? | 5 
Mrs. Hartſ. Truly, madam, I have no reaſon to 
complain of my lady, but you muſt know, madam of 
late there have been ſome concerns in the famil - 
tween my lord and ſhe, that I vow, my poor lady 1s 
ſeldom in humour with any body. | 

Miſs Not. I'm mighty ſorry for that What 
does my lord give her any occaſion for jealouſy, think 
you? | | 
Mrs. Harz/. Occaſion quoth'a ! O lard ! Madam 
But *tis not fit for me to'ſpeagk. | 

Miſs Noz. (Aſde.) Em glad to hear this Tis poſ- 
ſible her ladyſhip may be convinc'd that fifteen is as fit 
; | 888 | -/- 


. 


* | £ » 
es 2 2 d 
78 1 . 


» ”- 
* 9 4 


1 


* 
2 


9 
* 


20 The Lady's laſt Stake : Or, 


an age for love, as ſix and twenty. --- And if her jea- 
louſy's kind led already, I'Il blow it into a blaze before 
J part with her. | ] 
Mrs. Hari/. Madam, I hear my lady's coming 
IT humbly take my leave of your ladyſhip : Your lady- 
ſhip's moſt obedient ſervant. 
 (impertinently cringing. 
Miſs Not. Your ſervant, good Mrs. Harthhorn, if 
you'll call to ſee me, I have a very pretty new croſs, 
that would become your neck extremely you'll par- 
don me. * | 1 
Mrs. Hart/. Dear madam! Your ladyſhip's fo ob- 
 liging-—<1 ſhall take an opportunity to thank your la- 


dyſhip. | 
| 25 (Exit Mrs, Hartſ. 
he, Enter Lady Wronglove. | 

Miſs Not. My dear, dear lady Wronglowve! You'll 
forgive me: Ialways come unſeaſonably, but now tis 
pure friendſhip, and my concern for you, that brought 
me. 1556 1 

La. Wrong. My dear, you know I am always glad to 

| ſee you.---but you'll excuſe me if I am not the company 
I would be; I am mightily out of order of late. I hope 
Sir Friendly's well. 

Miſs Net. After the old rate, paſt the pleaſures of 
life himſelf, and always ſnarling at us that are juſt come 
into em I do make ſuch work with him. —He 
reads me every morning a leQure againſt lightneſs, and 
gadding abroad, as he calls it; then do I teize him to 
death, and threaten him, if he won't let me do what I 
pleaſe, I'll chooſe a new guardian, that I will. 

L. Wrong. Come, don't diſoblige him, my dear; 

for if you'll let me ſpeak as a friend, you have a good 
natural town wit, I own, and a great many pretty qua- 
lities ; but, take my word, your intereſt and reputation 
will find a better account in truſting 'em under your 
unc le's conduct than your own. i 

Miſs Not. I don't know that; for all his tedious ſelf- 
denying courſe of philoſophy is only to make me a good 
old woman. Juſt the condition of the miſer's horſe, 
when he had taught him to live upon one oat a day, 

| DS. - | the 
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the poor creature dy'd. So J am to ſpend all my youth 
in learning to avoid Pleaſures, that nature won't let me 
be able to taſte when I'm old which is juſt as much 
as to ſay, don't drink when you are thirſty, becauſe if 
you will but ſtay till you are choak'd, you won't care 
whether you drink or no. z 

La. Wrong. (afide.) What improving age is 
this? But, my dear, pray let me talk co you a little ſe- 
riouſly, and I hope it won't be loſt upon you: for you 
have an underſtanding that's uncommon at your age. I 
have obſerv'd among all the unfortunate of our ſex, 
more women have been undone by their wit, then their 
ſimplicity : Wit makes us vain, and when we are warm 
in our opinion of it, it ſometimes carries us through the 
very bounds of prudence, intereſt, and reputation; have 
a care of being ſingled by the men. Women, like 
deer, are ſafeſt in the herd; ſhe that breaksſaway from 
her acquaintance, may be moſt follow'd indeed; but 
the end of the chace is very often fatal. 

Miſs Not. But pray, Madam! now with ſubmiſſion 
I think your argument won't hold; for a deer's buſineſs 
is to eſcape, but a woman's is to be caught, or elſe 
the world's ſtrangely alter'd. | 

La. Wrong. Honourably, I grant you. 

Miſs Net. Honourably ! that is to ſtand ſtill like a 
poor dumb thing, and be tamely ſhot out of the herd— 
Now I think a young creature, that fairly truſts to her 
heels, and leads you twenty or thirty couple of brifk 
young fellows after her, helter-ſkelter, over hills, hed- 
ges, bogs, and ditches, has ten times a fairer chance 
for her life ; and if ſhe 1s taken atlaſt, I hold twenty 
to one, among any people of taſte, they'll ſay ſhe's bet- 
ter meat by half. N | 

La. Wrong. Well ſaid, child! Upon my word, you 
have a good heart: 'The addreſs of a lover uſed 
to be more terrible at your age---You ſeem to have re- 
ſolv'd upon not dying a maid already. | 

Miſs Not. Between you and I, Lady Wronglove, I have 
been poſitive in that this twelvemonth. fi 

La. Wrong. Why then ſince you are npon ſecrets, my 
dear, I muſt tell you the road you are in is quite out ef 
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the my to be marry'd : huſbands and lovers are not 
caught by the ſame bait. | 

Miſs Not. With all my heart, let me but catch lovers 
plenty, Pm ſatisfied : For if having ones will is the plea. 
ſure of life, I'm ſure catching a huſband is catching a 


Tartar. No, give me dear precious liberty content 


and a cottage, | 

La. Wrong. And would not a good huſband content 
ou ? : Re, a | 
Miſs Not. And why muſt I expect better than any 
of my neighbours ?, Do but look into the private com- 


| forts of the dear, fond, honourable couples about this 


town; and you'll find there's generally two beds, two 
purſes, two tables, two coaches ————two ways 
And ſo in molt of their pleaſures, an unmoleſted ſepar- 
ation 15 the only claim that keeps them together---Now 
pray, madam,” will you give me leave to be free, and 
alk you one queſtion ? | | 
La. Wrong. Freely, my dear. 
Miſs Not. Then did you, yourſelf, never, upon no 
occaſion, repent your being marry'd ? N | 
La. Wrong. That queſtion is very particular, my dear. 
Miſs Nor. Perhaps you'll pardon me, when I give 
you my reaſons for aſking ; but if you never did repent 


it, I am reſolved I won't be the firſt that ſhews you oc- 
cafion to do it. 


La. Wrong. Perhaps you'll pardon me, when I give 
any body reaſon to think me uneaſy at home; but you 
ſpeak, child, as if you knew ſomething that ought to 
make me ſo. EE: 

Miſs Nor. Then depend upon't, unleſs I were ſure 
you were uneaſy already, I'd as ſoon be lock'd up as tell 
you any thing. 175 

La. Wrong. Well ! ſuppoſe I am uneaſy? 

Miſs Not. Pardon me I can't ſuppoſe it 
but ſuppoſe you are not, then I ſhould play a fool's 
part I'm ſure, to make you ſo. | | 

'La. Wrong. I am ſure you know ſomething of my 
lord, pray tell me. . 15 

Miſs Noz. Since I ſee you are uneaſy, and I know 
you love him but too well ; upon condition you'll think 
I only do it to help your cure, I will tell you ; for when 
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the worſt, is not half ſo bad as to miſtruſt it. 
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a woman is once ſure ſne has a ſubſtantial reaſon to hate 
her huſband, I muſt think the buſineſs muſt be half over. 

La. Wrong. You make me impatient.  _ _ _- 

Miſs Not. Let me think a little to ſoften it, as well 
as I can what great fools theſe wiſe overg 

rudes are to tell the greateſt ſecret of her life to a 
girl! to own her huſband falſe, and all her ſober charms 
neglected but if ſhe knew that young Pill. garlict 
were the occaſion of it too - Lord! how her blood 
wou'd riſe ! What a disfigurable condition would my 
poor head-cloaths be in! [a/fide.) Well, madam, to be- 
gin then with the end of my ſtory. In one word, my 
lord is groſly falſe to you, and to my knowledge, has an 
appointment of a miſtreſs this very afternoon, to meet 
her in a hackney-coach in the road to-Chel/ea... | 
La. Wrong. All this, my dear, except their place of 
meeting, I knew before, but how you came to know it, 
I confeſs amazes me. | 

Miſs Vot. Look you, madam, all I know is this 
while my lord Mronglove, and lord George ftay'd at our 
houſe, to ſpeak with my lady Gentle this morning, I hap- 
pened to fit in the next room to em, reading the laſt 
new play: Where among the reſt of their precious diſ- 
courſe, I overheard my lord Wronglove tell lord George, 
the very appointment, word for word, as I have now 
told 1t to you. | | 

La. Wrong. You did not hear her name? 
| Mits Not. No, nor what ſhe was, only that ſhe's very 
young: For I remember lord George ridicul'd his fancy, 
and call'd her Green-fruit- Little if you pleaſe, ſays 
t'other, but ripe I warrant her: And I had rather ga- 
ther my fruit myſelf, than have it (like you) through the 
ſeveral hands that bring it to Covent- garden. 

La. Wrong. The brutal thought ! * bh 7; 

Miſs Not. When my lady came down ſhe: made em 


ſtay dinner; which was no ſooner done, but I immedi- 


ately ſlipꝰd away to tell you of it: For methought'I was. 
as much touch'd with the wrong done to your ladyſhip, 
as if it had been to myſelf. v Lb 4 +{+ 
La. Wrong. My dear, I am extremely obliged to you. 
Miſs Not. Pm ſure I meant it well ͤ for to know 


La. 
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La. Fong. Infinitely obliged to you. 
Miſs Not. Oh! ſhe's deliciouſly uneaſy. [ade and 
pleas d] I'Il tell you what I would adviſe your ladyſhip 
to do: call for your hood and ſcarf, and an hackney- 
coach to the door this minute---In the mean time I'll ſtep 
home again [for Pm ſure they are not gone yet; the tea 


was but juſt call'd for when I came away] and the mo- 


ment my lord Fronglowe takes his leave, I'll ſend you 
word : then may you clap on your maſk, drive after 
him, and in five minutes I'll lay my life, you catch 'em 
together. | | 

La. Wrong. Why then if you'll do me the favour to 
ſend me that word, my dear, I ſhall have leiſure in the 


mean time perhaps to improve upon your advice. 


Miſs Not. If you'll let one of your people ſend my 
ſervant for a chair, I'll go this minute. 

La. Wrong. Here — who's there — [Mrs. Hartſhorn 
at the door. 


Miſs Nor. Now I think I ſhall be even with his ho- 
nour, I'll teach him to tell of favours before he has 'em 
at leaſt: If I had not diſcovered him, in my conſcience 


he had let madam diſcover me. = (afide.) 
La. Vrong. I wou'd not but have known this for the 
world. | | | 
Miſs Not. I am overjoy'd I can ſerve your ladyſhip : 
You'll excuſe my — away. 
Enter Mrs. Hartſhorn, 

Mrs. Hartſ. Here's a chair, madam. | 

Miſs Not. Well, I'Il take no leave, for I'Il call again 


- by and by, to know your ſucceſs. = 
La. Wrong. My dear, I ſhall be extremely glad to ſee 


you; your lervant. 


Miſs Net. Your ſervant, ſervant. [ Runs off. 
La. Wrong. Get me a hood and ſcarf, and a maſk, 


and bid-one of the footmen call an hackney-coach to 
the door immediately. 
What will become of me? Shou'd not I ſtrive to hate 
him ?=— 1 think I almoſt do ?——ls he not contempti- 


[Exit Mrs Hartſhorn. 


ble? foh! What odious thing muſt this be, that 
he converſes with! a woman without modeſty has 


\ "ſomething ſure of horror in her nature: What is it 


hen in men, that over-looks ſo foul a coarſeneſs in the 
; J 5 : | hear ty, 
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heart; and makes em infamouſly fond of ſhame and out- 
gde? -L bluſh to think on't——How tame muſt he ſup- 
oſe me, if I bear this uſage ? T'll let him ſee 1 have a 
Kc daring as his own, and as reſentful too: ſince he 
dares be baſe, I cannot bear but he ſhould ſee I know 
him ſo. To fighin ſecret o'er my wrongs, and pay his 
falſhood the regards I only owe his truth, you more ai | 
nature can ſubmit to. 
When once the nuptial bond's by im de eftroy'd, 
The obligations of the wife are void. . . _ PALEY 
SCENE changes to the Lady Gentle's Boisſe. 
to Lady Gentle, Lord Wronglove, and Lord George, at a 
the Tea Table. 
La. Gent. [To Lord Wronglove.] Come! come, my 
my lord, you mult ſtay another diſh indeed. 
Ld. Wrong. Upon my faith, madam, my buſineſs is of 
»>rn the laſt concern; your ladyſhip knows 1 don't. uſe to 


ſtart from good company. 11 [Ali. 
10- La. Gent. Well I een give you over, you grow. Per- 
em fectly wood for nothing. 
ce Ld. Vrong. The truth on't is, madam, we fond huſ- 
) bands are fit for nothing but our wives. | 
be La. Gent. Come! none of your raillery upon one 
that's too good for you. 
d ; Ld. Wrong. Why, ſhe has ſome. high qualities in- 


deed, madam, that I confeſs are above my merit; but 
Pm endeavouring every day to deſerve em as faſt as 


I can. 

in La. Gent. Go, go! you deſerve nothing at all, now 
you diſoblige me. 

e Ld. Wrong. I ſhall take a better opportunity to make 


myſelf amends for going ſo. ſoon ; I am your ladyſhip's 


2 moſt humble ſervant- Mrs. Cengagf, ! pray 2¹ care 
of lord George. 

0 Mrs. Cen. O! he ſhall want for nothing, od lord, 

bs pray do you take the ſame care of the lady you are go- 


e ing to, 
ho Ld. Wrong. Ha! ha! ha! "[Exir Lord Wronglove. 


t Ld. Geo. My lord Wronglove 1 15 avery pretty gentleman, 
; and yet how unaccountable * tis to hear good ſenſe jeſt 
t upon marriage! | 
> La. Gene: My lord has 0 3 good 4 that. he 


does 
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does not mean what he ſays, I dare ſwear for him, 
Lud. Geo. Indeed, madam, I can't think he does; | 
never ſaw any thing amiſs in his actions, either at home 
or abroad. $1 | 

La. Gent. Nor I indeed; and I think your lordſhip 
very much to be commended ; you love to put the fair. 
eſt conſtruction upon things; it's a certain ſign of good 
ſenſe, and good principles. | 

Ld. Gee. Your ladyſhip has ſo much of both, that 1 
can't help being proud of any thing that recommends 
me to your eſteem. 

La. Gent. Upon my word, my lord, you have a great 
ſhare on't, and I think very deſervedly : 'tis not a com- 
mon thing in this town, to find a gentleman of your 
figure, that has courage enough to keep marriage in 
countenance, eſpecially when it's ſo much the mode to 
be ſevere upon'ꝰt. | | 2 | 
ILA. Geo. Now that to me is an intolerable vanity, to 
ſee a man aſham'd of being honourably happy, becauſe 
tis the faſhion to be viciouſly wretched I don't know 
how it may be with other people, but if I were marry'd, 
I ſhou'd as much tremble to ſpeak lightly of my wife, as 
my religion. © | | 

Mrs. Con. O! the hypocritical monſter When he 
knows I know, [ Aſfde] if he were to be hang'd, he'd 
ſcarce think it a reprieve to be married There's 
roguery at the bottom of all this, I'm ſure- -The devil 
does not uſe to turn ſaint for nothing. 

La. Gent. I am in hopes your lordſhip's good opinion 
of marriage will perſuade you not to be long out of it : 
we that feel the happineſs of k condition ourſelves, na- 
turally wiſh our friends in it. 

Mrs. Cor. What do you think of me, my lord, you 
know I have: been about you a great while? 
Ed. Geo. Fy ! fy! you marry ! a meer rake! 

Mrs. Con. O but I fancy now, a man of your ſobriety, 
and ftay'd temper, wou'd ſoon reform me. 

T4. Geo. [Afde] This ſubtle devil ſmokes me !------- 
»Ware morals, faith---it ſhews her a little jealous howe- 
ver. e 1 | ; 
Mrs. Con. I'Il be whipp'd if ever you marry more to 
your mind; what ſignifies two or three thouſand pounds 


Ain 


to think me a very wild creature. 
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in one's fortune, where you are ſure it wou'd be made 
in good humour and obedience ? , | 

4 Geo. And conſidering how intimate a foot you 
and J have always convers' 4 upon: what a venerable 
figure ſhou'd I make in the ſolemn authority of an huſ- 
band, pretending to command you? 

La. Gers. O! if you were married, there wou'd be 
but one will between you. 
Ld. Geo. There's the danger, madam, being but one, 
we ſhou'd certainly ſquabble, who ſhou'd have it. I ſhou'd 
like Mrs. Congusſi, perhaps for my wife's companion: 
as a light allay to the ſoftneſs of the other's temper : but 
if I were once fix'd in love, and ſhou'd unfortunately bolt 
upon the leaſt glimpſe of jealouſy, I am ſuch a ſlave to 
tenderneſs, I know twou'd break my heart. 

Mrs. Con. Now could I waſh his face with my tea. 

Aide. 

La, Gent. Well, 'm confident my lord would make 
an extreme good huſband. 

Ld. Geo. I don't know but I really might, madam, 
if I cou'd perſuade any woman beſide your ladyſhip to 
think ſo. 

Mrs. Con. [{fde] How artfully the monſter. An 
himſelf into her good opinion; I muſt take him down 
a little Pray, my lord, how many women have you 
had of late, by way 0 Balm, to heal the fight wound I 
gave you ? | 

Ld. Geo. Upon my faith, madam, I had my wound 
and cure from the ſame perſon : my paſſion for you went 
forward like Penelope's web; whatever your eyes did in 
the day a very ſhort refletion upon your temper, unra- 
velled at night ; ſo that if you will needs know the truth, 
I have not been reduc'd of late to apply myſelf to any 
body but your ladyſhip. Ha! ha! hat 

(Aﬀeds an infulting laugh, 

Mrs. Con. Well, he has a glorious aſſurance ! .. 

Ld. Geo. I fancy, Mrs. Congueſt, you meaſure my 
principles by your own; for by your queſtion you ſeem 


Mrs. Con. O fy, my Lord! ſo far from it that I never 


ſaw any thing ſo aſtoniſhingly modeſt. _ 
Ld. Geo. Not ſo modeſt neither, madam; ; but i wif 
lad) 
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lady Gentle will give me leave, I dare uſe uſe you moſt 
intolerably for this. FFF 
La. Gent. Ev'n as you pleaſe, my lord, for J confeſ 
her affurance is enough to daſh any one out of counte. 
nance. x . : ; 4 3 
Ld. Geo. Does your Ladyſhip hear that, Madam! 
Remember now, that I am allowed the modeſter perſon ; 
but to let you ſee that in a juſt cauſe, I ſcorn to take 
the advantage of my character, I'll lay it afide for once, 
and with an honeſt freedom tell you, your attempts upon 
me are vain ; you are homely, down-right homely ; and 
if ſhe were not a kin to me, I would as ſoon marry my 
F BI ps LOR | 
Mrs. Con. Ah! poor ſoul! every body knows, as well 
as myſelf, I am more than tolerably handſome : and 
(which you are ready to tear your fleſh at) the- whole 
town knows you think ſo, 3 .. 
L). Geo. Madam did your ladyſhip ever hear 
ſo tranſcendent an aſſurance ? WH SE SE HR 
La. Gent: Nay, I'm on your fide, my lord---I think 
you can't be too free with her. f | 
Ld. Geo. I'll tell your Ladyſhip what this creature did 
once: Such an inftance of her intrepid ſelf-ſufficiency.--- 
La. Gent. Pray let's hear it. Ha! ha! 
Mrs. Con. With all my heart, I'Il be heard too. 
Ld. Geo. P11 tell you, Madam About two years ago, 
J happen'd to make a country viſit to my lady Congueſt, 
her mother and one day at the table, I remember, I 
was particularly pleas'd with the entertainment, and 
upon enquiry found that the bill of fare was under the 
direction of Mademor/elle here now it happen'd at that 
time, I was myſelf in want of a houſe-keeper ; upon 
which account I thoaght it would not be amiſs, if I now 
and then paid her alittle particular civility : to be ſhort, 
I fairly told her, I had a great mind to have a plain 
good houſe- wife about me, and dropt ſome broad hints 
that the place might be hers for aſking———— Wou'd 
you believe it, madam, if I'm alive, the creature grew ſo 
vain upon't, ſo deplorably miſtook my meaning, that 
ſhe told me, her fortune depended upon her mother's 
will, and therefore ſhe could receive no propoſals of 
marriage without her confent : ha! ha! now after that 
WT? | ; | _ unfortunate 


impudent young fellow, but be 
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unfortunate blunder of hers, whether I ever gave my 
lady the leaſt trouble about the buſineſs, I leave to the 
ſmall remainder of her own conſcience. 

Mrs. Con. Madam, as I hope to be married, the poor 
wretch fell downright in love with me ; for tho? he de- 
ſign'd only to make two days ſtay with us, it was above 
three months before I was able to get rid of him : when 
he came firſt indeed, he was a pretty ſort of a tolerable 

0 re he left us, (O the 
power of beauty) I moſt bar barouſly reduc'd him to a 


fighing, humble, downright dulneſs and modeſty. 


La. Ges. Ha, ha, pray which of you two am 1 to 
believe all this while ? 

Ld. Geo. Madam, if there's any faith i in my 38 
her only charms then were, and are ſtill not in raiſing of 
paſſion, but paſte. I own I did voraciouſly admire her 
ay knack of making cheeſecakes, m_ 2 


and fyllabubs, ha, ha, ha. 


La. Ger. Ha, ha, ha. : 

Mrs. Con. You ſee, madam, what tis to flaw him be 
never ſo little out of one's hands: Now his very modeſty 
is impudence: For to deny his being in love with me 
to another, is ten .times more inſolent, than his firſt 
owning it to me. 

La. Gen. Pſhah, words 6gnify nothing——did he 
ever own it under his hand ? © | 

Mrs. Cox. His hand! Ha, ha, ha, madam—as 1 
am a living creature, if I have one, I have ſive hundred 
Billet-doux of his, where he has confeſs'd ſuch things 
of my wit, and parts, and my eyes, and my air, and 
my ſhape, and my charnis, that———nay, he tells me 
in one, I have more natural beauties the moment I riſe. 
out of my bed in the morning, than the whole draw-. 
2 upon a birth day by candle- light. There's 

or you. 

14. Geo. And ſhe believ'd it, madan Ila, 

ha, ha, that's well enough. - . 
Mrs. Con. Why J believe ſtill you hank eee e 
Then every line of em is ſo cramm'd with ſincerity, 
ſighs, hopes, fears, flames, darts, pains, pangs, and 
paſſion, that in my conſcience, if a body were to ſet em 
on tre, the flame would never go out. 

is D La. Gent, 
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La. Gen. Well, if you are in love, ho, this is certain- 
ly the neweſt way of wooing that ever was. | 

1 Ld. Geo. Whether I'm in love or no, I leave to 

& your ladyſhip.. :- 

4 Mrs. Cox. And if your ladyſhip ſhould give it againſt 
him, whether or no, I have reaſon to be vain upon't let 
the world judge. 

La. Gen. The world, I believe, will think better of 
you both, when you're married. 

Ld. Gee. In the mean time, I „ our ſureſt 
comfort will be to think well of ourſelves, and let it 
alone. [All ri/e. 


Mrs. 2 Tam glad to find you have modeſty enough 
to ſuppoſe marriage en make us think worſe of one 


Ld. Ges. O fie, Mrs. Conqueſt, the more 
you are known, the more you muſt be lik'd. { Both a. 
12 Coz. Is it then poſſible that ou cou'd OY . 

e me? | 


La. Ger. Ha, ha. 
[Going 10 the tea Fes 
| Id. Gow If it were poſible I cou'd like any thing 
out of matrimony, it wou'd be you. 
Mrs. Cor. Well, but tell me, do you like me as I am, 
How do you know but you might perſuade me into it? 


ſee --- (Looking on her) give me your hand. 
Mrs. Cos. m 


(Strikes it into bis. 


Id. Gee. Now I muſt preſs it gently, to know if 


touching you keeps any correſpondence with my heart 
hum -a well fleſht hand indeed 


(Ogling per. 


Mrs. Con. Olurd! Not fo hard tho). 


Ld. Geo. Now try your 7 — . 


upo n me. 4 


"Mrs. Cen * There 
| Staring wildly on . 


14. Gre. (Alde.) She dares not tho? in raillery look 
kindly on me——] like her for't this over - acted 


boldneſs to ſave her modeſty at _ time, looks — ſe · 
eret inclination, 


Mrs. 


Ld. Geo. Like you, —umh ! I can't tell let's 


— 


89938 — Wi, os 


+ my by awd. Wh, 


The Wife's Reſentment. 6 4K 

Mrs. Con. Well how do you find yourſelf? Have I 
power do you burn much ? f; 

Ld. Geo. Umh! no, I'm alittle too low for a fever -- 
there's a ſmall pulſe indeed different ſexes, like 
ſteel and flint, can't well meet without a ſort of ſtriking 
light between 'em; not but it goes out as faſt as it 
comes in One farther tryal of your. power, 
and [11 tell you more. | 

Mrs. Con. Come, come, what is't? L'll do't. | 

Ld. Ges. Turn away your face, hold your fan be- 
fore it. Now. draw your hand ſlowly from me, and if. 
you wou'd not have me think this lightneſs of your hu- 
mour direct indifference, let me perceive à gentle 
hold at parting,, as though you left a tender heart upon - 


the preſſure... | 
(She does as directed, and runs from him. 
Mrs. Con. Has your ladyſhip any tea left; ; 
Ld. Geo. Death! That ſoftning touch has ſhot me 
to the ſoul. + Math. 21254 | 
Mrs. Coz. (Afde.) Let me obſerve him well, for faith 
F try'd my utmoſt force, and even pleas'd myſelf in 
hopes to touch him. ER. | 
Ld. Geo. (A4/ide.) How vain a eoxcomb am I? This 
girl has fool'd me to believe ſhe likes me That there 
ſhou'd be ſuch pleaſure in the flattery of another's good 
opinion !—— There's ſomething- in the open free- 
dom of her humour, ſo much beyond the cloſe reſerves 
of formal prudery that——death, if ſhe were of any 
your but marriage but Pm a fool to think of 
er. | 


1 (walls apart. 

Mrs. Con. Humh! the ſymptoms are right 
hah Courage, ma Fille, the gentleman has a hole 
in his heart yet. | 

Enter a Servant, who gives Lord George a letter. 

Ld. Geo. Oh! come in good time- now to 
drive out one poiſon with another (goes to Lady 
Gent.) Madam if your ladyſhip's at leiſure 1 
have the bills ready. | 


La. Gen. I am aſham'd to give your lordſhip this 
trouble, ; | 


D 2 Ld. 
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Ld. Geo. A trifle, madam, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, q, 
your ladyſhip pleaſes to look upon 'em, I think they are 
all hundred pounds. The reſt I have about me in gold. 

L. Gen. If your lordſhip pleaſes, we'll reckon in the 
next room Mrs. Congueft. | 

Mrs. Coz. P11 wait upon your ladyſhip. 

N (Exit Lady Gentle, and Lord George. 
---Eight hundred pounds, and the reſt in gold, upon her 
bare word of honour! He'd hardly make that compli. 
ment only to give me jealouſy--- the mortal's in earneſt, 
that's certain---and what wicked way he propoſes to find 
his account with her; I am afraid to think---let me ſee, 
I know there will be deep play here to-night---I have 
a thought in my head, that perhaps may lay a block in 
his way to her---Not but if there 1s ſuch a thing as im- 
pregnable virtue, I dare ſwear my lady Gentle is milſtreſs 
of it: but then, on th? other fide he has a conſummate aſ- 
ſarance, that's full as unſurmountable. And when the 
impudent hopes of a lover are like his, cover'd with 
modeſty, it alters the caſe ſtrangely. No woman can 
then be poſitive what will become of her. [Her not 
ſuſpecting his deſign, puts him but in a fairer way of 
carrying it on — Ah lud! I don't like it He'll cer- 
tainly———— Well, let him do what he will, he can't 
- marry her, that's one comfort, however. 98 

| e (Exit. 


The end of the ſecond Act. 


9 


. 
: S © E NE, Lind Wronglove's HZou/a 
Enter Mife Notable alone. 
Miſs NoTaBLE. 


o! this has been a day of buſineſs I think 

now I am pretty even with his lordſhip; and if J 

cou'd but draw in lord George to be his rival now, I 3 
| 3 touc 


= 


The Wife's Reſentment. © 33 


touch the very tip of happineſs— For then to have 
the noiſe of theſe two lovers draw two or three ſcore 
more after me, which it certainly wou'd : For when 
once a woman's the faſhion, every body follows her; 
ſhe fills like a mufick-ſubſcription, tho? there's nothing 
in't, nobody will. be out on't—And then to have the 
full pleaſure of mortifying Mrs. Congueft too, that's al- 
ways holding her noſe over me, as if I was not fit to 
be out of my bib and apron. If I don't make as good 
a rout in the town as ſhe, tis very hard ſure I'll for- 
bid 'em all to toaſt her, that's poſitive! f 
Enter Lord George. 

Ld. Geo. (Afde.) Here ſhe is, faith, and alone; now, 
if I can but flatter her into my party, my buſineſs is 
half over. So! my little Venus / ts 

Miſs Nor. Bleſs me This is lucky 1 
yow, my lord, you frightened me. 1 

Ld. Geo. Well, and what makes your pretty ladyſhip 
here, now none of the family's at home ? 

Miſs Not. O! my lady will be at home preſently, . 
but, pray how came your lordſhip here then ? 

Ld. Geo. Why, my life, I chane'd to be driving by, 


and perhaps ſaw you go in. os ek 
4h | [Takes her by the hand. 
Miſs Not. Well, and what then? | 
Ed. Ges. Why then, upon enquiry, I found you were 
here alone, and that made me come in- my dear 
Miſs, how charming you look. to day . | 
Miſs Nor: Pſhaw! | 
Lord Geo. What's the matter, my ſoul ? | 
Miſs Nez. To tell me I look charming, and then call 
one Miſs. 3 | 
Lg. Geo. O! I aſk a thouſand pardons. YT 
Miſs Vet. No, dear lord George, never call me Miſs 
again, you don't call Mrs. Corgaeft ſo; and tho' ſhe's 
bigger, and more out of ſhape, you know than I, Pm ſure 
I'm as much a woman in my heart, as ſhe ;. nay and in 
my paſlions tco: For I cou'd kill any woman that wou'd.. 
rob me of a lover, and die far the dear man that wou'd 
not be won fromme. 
Id. Geo. O the pretty tenderneſs ! but my dear, take 
heed how you. look upon me, for I am fam'd for aſſu- 
"20-2 rance ; 


24 The Lady's laſt Stake : Or, 
rance : and if once encouraged, i'gad my hope ſets no 
bounds to its impudence, but falls downright to reſol- 
ving, and cocks his hat to the fair-one's face, though in 
the very fury of her virtue, | | 
Miſs Nor. I fancy now you're as gentle as the reſt of 
our brother beaux, whoſe greateſt aſſurance is only in 
ragging of more than they have. 
Ld. Geo. Nay, if you doubt my virtues, child, Tl 
give you a taſte of them, my dear. [ Kiſſes her, 
Miſs Nez. Hold! hold! O lud! the deuce take you 
for me. 
| Id. Geo. Death! what a pouting lip the rogue has ! 
o_ J think my friend Vrong love's in the right on't 
ure. | | 
Miſs Not. Beſides, do you think this bullying is any 
proof- of-your courage? | [affeedh, grave. 
Ld. Geo. Why then, my dear, to prevent all miſtakes 
for the future, I now give you fair warning — i 
you have a mind I ſhould not like you, don't flatter me 
any more: for I tell you, I am a downright believing 
puppy, and upon the leaſt hint of a hope, can no more 
forbear proceeding 
Miſs Not. Look you, my lord, all this is but tuff, for, 
upon my word, you'll find it no eaſy matter to flatter 
me: I know well enough how you are difpos'd of. 
Ld. Geo. Why then, by all the pains, pangs and tor- 
ment, —In ſhort, I'm a fool; I won't ſpeak a word 
to you. | 
Miſs Not. Fie! fie! you had better give yourſelf theſe 
airs to Mrs. Congueſf. . 
Ed. Geo. I don't know but I had, madam, for I ſup- 
poſe you'll tell my lord Vronglove of it. | 
Miſs Vor. Ah, poor foul ! if Mrs. Congueft lik'd you 
no better than I do my lord Wronglove, you'd think your- 
' ſelf a miſerable creature. ” 


Ld. Geo. If Mrs. Cangueft lik'd me but half fo well 


as I like you, I'm ſure ſhe'd be a miſerable creature. 

* Miſs Vor. Umh ! how can you deſign upon me ſo? 
Ld. Geo. How can you think to impoſe upon me ſo! 
Miſs Vet. My lord, I ſhall take it very ill, if you tell 


me of my lord #ronglove. u 
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Ld. Geo. Then perhaps, madam, I ſhan't take it well 
to be told of Mrs. Congueft. 

Miſs Net. My lord Wronglove. 

Ld. Geo. Mrs. Congue/t. 

Miſs Net. Pd have you know, my lord, of all man- 
kind he's the fartheſt from my thoughts. 

Ld. Geo. And I'd have you know, madam, of all 
womankind, Mrs. Congue/?'s as far out of mine. 

Miſs Not. Lard ! the aſſurance of ſome men ! 

Ld. Geo. Look you, madam, in ſhort I can prove 
what 1 ſay ; and I hold ten pound of tea to a pinch of 
ſuf, you won't let me prove it: Come, and Pl! take 
the ſame bett of you, that you don't prove what you 
ſaid to me of my lord Fronglove. 

Miſs Not. Come, it's done. 

Id. Geo. Done. 

Miſs Not. Done, for both. 

Ld. Geo. Done. | 

Miſs Not. Why then, to prove that I am innocent of 
the leaſt inclination for him, I own he has teiz'd me thefe 
two months, and becauſe I was reſolved to give him his 
anſwer and his puniſhment at the ſame time, I this very 
afternoon made him an appointment, then went imme- 
diately and told my lady Wronglove he was to meet a 
miſtreſs at ſuch an hour, to my knowledge, and ſo ſent 
her in a fury after him to catch 'em together. 
| * Geo. But how cou'd you eſcape yourſelf, all this 
while ? | | 
| - Miſs Vet. O! I did not tell her it was I: For as ſoon 
as I had blown up her jealouſy, I whipp'd into a hack- 
ney coach and got to my lord before her, where I juſt 
popt out my head to him, and told him, in a pretended 
fright, my lady had dogg'd him, and I durſt not ſtay, 
then drove away as faſt as I cou'd, and een left her to 
make up accounts with him. b 

Ld. Geo. Why then, my life, I do pronounce, that 


the ſtouteſt wife of em all, with the ſpirit of revenge 
in her, cou'd not have better buſtled through this bufi- 


neſs than you have. | | 
Miſs Nez. And to let you ſee, fir, that I never do de- 
ſign him any favour, I give you leave to tell him, that I 
ſent my lady after him which if he does, I'm ſure my 
a 8 | lord 
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lord Wronglove muſt ſuſpet an intimacy between us. 
(afide) Nay, and if youll but. ſtay a moment, you'll have 
an opportunity, for I know, he'll be at home preſently, 

Ld. Geo. Then you are but juſt come from him ? 

Miſs Not. The minute you ſaw me come in———and 
now, fir, if you can but give me half as good a proof, 
that your heart is innocent of Mrs. Congueſt————why 
tis poſſible (when you have been about ſeven years in 
the ſame mind) I may then begin to think whether J 
ſhall conſider of it or no. a | 

Ld. Geo. A notable encouragement truly ! but to let 
ou ſee, madam, I cannot bear tbe ſcandal of a paſſion 

'm not guilty of, as the laſt proof of my innocence, if 
either ſhe doubts of my indifference, or you of my incli- 
nation, I am content to own both, before both your faces. 

Miſs Nor. And ſo afterwards deny both, behind both 
our backs. Indeed you muſt think again, that won't do 

—An old bite. | 
Id. Geo. Come, I'Il do more—PT'll pretend to truſt you 
with my paſſion for a third perſon, and give you leave 
in the tendereſt touches, art or woman's wit can paint it, 
to tell it that third perſon while Mrs. Congue/t is by. 

Miſs Net. Umph ! this has a face. 

Id. Geo. Nay, with a maſk upon it too; for while 
I'm convincing you, I don't care a button for her, I im- 
poſe upon a third perſon, purely to make a ſecret of my 
paſſion for ou. He 8 

Miſs Not. Better ſtill but when I have a mind 
to pull off the maſk, you ſhan't refuſe to ſhew your face, 
for I don't care a man ſhould be aſhamed of his paſſion 
neither. | | —_ 

Ld. Geo. As you pleaſe, for that. 0 F540 
Miſs Nez. I begin to like this ſtrangely/—— this will 
teize Mrs. Congue l to death————but now the dith ; 
culty is to find out this third perſon it muſt be 
one I'm acquainted with what think you of my 
lady Wronglowe ? | | 


Ld. Ges. Umh ! No, I. don't care to affront the wife 


of my friend. | | . 
Miſs Nor. Ah! do you think any of the ſober ſouls 
about town are ever angry in their hearts to hear a man 
likes em: 5 | A 


* iS 7 | 
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Ld. Ges. That's true, tis poſſible her reſentment might 
let a man die in his bed after it---but tis not worth one's 
while to quarrel with him, about a woman I don't like. 

Miſs Not. Nay I wou'd not run you into any hazard--- 
unleſs *twere upon my own account---and now I think 
on't, I'll reſerve that quarrel for myſelf. [Alide. 

Ld. Geo. Come I have found one the propereſt 
perſon in the world is my lady Genzle---you know you 
are all in a houſe together; her huſband, Sir William's 
in the country, I have no acquaintance with him; and if 
I loſe hers by it I don't care ſix-pence. | 

Miſs Net. I like your choice very well but I 
doubt it will require ſome art to manage her ; for to ſay 
the truth, the woman is moſt fantaſtically ſimple : the 
very word love out of any mouth but her huſband's will 
make her ſtart, as if a gun went off. | 

Ld. Geo. Therefore, my dear, it muſt be done as if 
you did not do it: you muſt go to her in all the diſorder 
in the world, as if I had the impudence to endeavour to 
bribe you into my aſſiſtance. | 

Miſs Not. Right, or I'll go firſt and quarrel with my 
uncle till he — me cry, and then come in with my 
eyes ſwell'd, and ſobbing as if I was almoſt choak'd with 
the affront you had offer'd me, and then call you a 
thouſand villains for daring to propoſe ſuch an impudent 
thing to me. 

Ld. Geo. Admirable !--I gad, the child'sa bar's length 
in experience above the ſtouteſt of her ſex hark, I 
hear a coach ſtop, 

Miſs Not. Pſhah! deuce take him, it's certainly my 
lord! how ſhall we do? 1 

Id. Gee. Why if you'll give me leave, my life, I'II 
call at your houſe in an hour, and there we'll ſettle every 
point to a tittle. | 

Miſs Vet. With all my heart, I won't ſtay for my la- 
dy! I'll go home now: but here comes my lord, you 
ſhall ſee firſt how I'll uſe him. 33 | 

| Ld. Geo. Don't trouble yourſelf, my life, it will only 
give him a jealouſy, and do us no ſervice. : 

Miſs Not. Indeed! methinks if I am not afraid of his 


_ jealouſy, you need not. 


Ld. Gee. My ſoul! I aſk ten thouſand pardons for 
my ſtupidity. Enter 
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Enter Lord Wronglove and flops Miſs Notable, who ſeen: 
to talk very gravely with him. 

Ld. Geo. I'gad, I can hardly believe my ſenſes; if 
this girl's character were in a play, people that had not 
ſeen it would ſwear the notableneſs of her head were a. 
bove nature. £2 | | | 

Ld. Wrong. [to Miſs Not.] Did my lord George tell 
you I told him that you were to meet me? | 

Miſs Noz.- That's no matter, it's ſufficient I know you 

told him: but I thought at leaſt you had known enough 
of the world to know, that a confident was the ſafeſt dif. 
guiſe for a rival. | 

Ld. Wrong. Iam ſorry your ladyſhip has ſuch an opi- 
nion of me. | | 

Miſs Not. Indeed, fir, I ſhall not reproach you, I have 
ſatisfied myſelf in ſerving you as you deſerve for it 
there's one can tell you how too, and ſo your ſervant.— 
my lord, you'll remember. [ro lord Geo.] (Exit Miſs. 
Id. Wrox. Ha, ha, ha! why how now, friend! what, 
are you my rival? . 

Ed. Geo. Ha, ha, ha! faith, I'm very new being 
one of 'em; for I believe the child will think ſhe has 
hard luck, if the whole town is not ſo in a fortnight. 

Ld. Vrong. But prithee, how came ſhe to know I ever 
made you a confidant of my affair with her? I am afraid 
you have beer thoughtleſs. Ee 

Ii. Geo. No, by all that's honeſt——— but ſhe has 
told more than you could tell me. 
| Ld. Wrong. What? 
1 Id. Geo. That ſhe herſelf told my lady Fronglove of 
your appointment with her this afternoon ; and [as I ſup- 
A poſe you have fince found] ſent her in a hackney-coach 
| after you. ue HE | 
1 Ld. Wrong. The Devil! 
Ld. Geo. Nay, twas a home puſh, faith! 5 
| Ld. Wrong. Home, quotha! I'gad, it's time for me to dy! 
1 knock off, I ſhall never come up with her: but what I Ld 
_ cou'd ſhe propoſe by telling yo of it ? no 
Id. Geo: Why, a freſh lover I ſuppoſe —ſhe found me I Ld 
a little tardy here in addreſſing her, and imagining my. L 
ſmall virtue might proceed from a regard to you, to con- r 
vince me of her indifference to you, ſhe very fairly 11 8d 
8 5 how 
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en, ow ſhe had ſerv'd you, to open an eaſier paſſage in my 
onſcience for my paſſion to her. 

; if Ld. Wrong. Sir, I give you joy. ** | ; 

not Ld. Geo. And faith, fir, I expect it, though not as you 

e a. No from the green youth of her perſon, but the plump 
aturity of her underſtandin in helping me to 

tell @nother. 4 | ; 

Ld. Vn. Riddles Iii | 
you ſy Ld Geo. To be ſhort, I think I have bit the babe; 
ugh or in return, to convince her of my indifference to Mrs. 
dif, Wongue/t, I have impos'd upon her to diſcover my real 

aſhon to lady ee before Mrs. Congue/?*s face: and 
is, fir, with your leave, is upon honour all the uſe I 


leſign to make of her. A 3. 7 
Ld. Wrong. Faith, tis a glorious one All Machi- 
vel was boys play to it--look you, fir, if you have a fancy 
.— the ſmall remainder of her compoſition--pray be free.-- 
. Ld. Geo. Dear fir! not ſo much as a ſqueeze of her 
at, Wittle finger: but I thought I might make bold with her 
irtue, and not rob your gout of a morſel. | 
ing Ld. Mrong. Not a ſtep farther, faith——I ſhall ev'n 
has urn about my nag and go home, a little humble hare 
unting, by way of taking the air, I can make a ſhift 
ver I come up to; but to ſcamper neck, or nothing, after a 
ud ad galloping jade of a hind, that will run you ſtrait an 
d out of a country, requires a little more mettle than 
223 am maſter of. | 
Ld. Geo. Come, come, you are ſportſman enough to 
now, that as pride firſt humbles a coquet into the looſ- 
of Wt encouragements to gain a man, ſo the ſame pride 
p- ry often piques her into the granting the laſt fayour, 
ch ther than loſe him. f 
Ld. Wrong. I am ſorry I have made this rout about 
„Sir. I expect to have my wife ſhock me too. : 
Ld. Geo. Ol, pray how did you come off? did my 


. 


* 


dy ſee you in the coach? | 

Ld. Wrong. I am not ſure, faith, but whether ſhe did 

not, ſhe ſhan't convince me ſhe did. | 

Ld. Geo. Where did you leave ger? 

Ld. Vrong. Why, as. ſoon as the child told me from 

r coach, that my wife was in another behind me, I ad- 

s'd her to go off, then whipt up my wooden Sans, 
| | an 
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and ſtood acroſs the road, to prevent the nymph's being i 
followed when ſhe was out of fight; I order'd the fel- ; 
low to drive to town as faſt as black and bay cou'd lay legs 
to the ground, and having the fortune of better horſes, 
I juſt got time enough to ftop, and give a fellow a gu 0 
nea to cut the braces of the coach, that came after me ft 
which while I drove gently on, I ſaw him do, ſo een 1 
came away, and left her ladyſhip fairly overſet in the f. 
middle of a ſwinging ſhower, at Hyde.park corner. w 
- Ld. Geo. How will ſhe get home? fi 
Ld. Wrong. Umbh ! ſhe'll have wit enough in her pa. y. 
fron, I preſume to ſend for another coach, or if not, iii w 
will be a very pretty cool walk over the park for her. fi 
Lud. Geo. What an unfortunate creature is a jealou n 
wife? 
Brujh whiſpers Ld. Wronglove, and exit. m 
Ld. Wrong. My wife is come home: now if you have w. 


a curioſity, you ſhall ſee how I'll manage her. an 
Ld. Geo. Pray, fir, don't let me be witneſs of your yo 
conjugal douceurs ; but if you pleaſe, Tl ſtep into the [7 
next room a little, for I have two or three words to write. 
I muſt appoint the count to meet me at my lady Genti'i¶ in; 
after the play. | be 
Ld. Wrong. Do fo then——take this key, you'll find | 
paper in the bureau. | it « 
Ld. Geo. Quick, quick, I hear her————4&or voyage mz 

| 5 Exit Lad. George. kn 
Enter Lady Wronglove as from the ſtreet, in a hood au bay 
ſearf, and her petticoat pinn'd up. | 1 
La. Vrong. So fir, you are come ſee. an) 


Id. Wrong. Yes, madam, and you have been abroat ] 
I ſee; will you never give over making yourſelf ridiculou dif 
to the very ſervants? was this a dreſs to go out in, or fl hut 
condition for a woman of your quality to walk home inter 
death ! what muſt people take you for ? fa han 
ſhame | | | I 
La. Wrong. My lord, when a haſband grows monſtrou LI 
a wife may well grow ridiculous. | T 
Ld. Wrong. Look you, madam, while your jealouſſ buſt 
keeps within bounds I ſhall take little notice of it: by I. 
when its idle extravagancies break in upon my reputz 
tion, I ſhall reſent it as I ought : you may think me 


— 
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4 


in huſband, if you pleaſe ; but 1 won't have the world 


think ſo, till I give em occaſion. 
La. Wrong. Inſolent! 
Ld. Wrong. I thought I had told you in the morning 


of a fooliſh letter, that was brought by miſtake to me in- 


ſtead of my ſervant, your not taking my word, methinks 
was not over civil, madam ; and your ſince dogging my 
ſervant, inſtead of me, to the very place of appointment, 
was extremely obliging ; the fellow has 802 1 to me 
ſince he came home, that in his fear to be ſeen, he got 
your coach overthrown in the middle of the high- way, 
while you ridiculouſly purſued him: a mighty reputable 
figure you muſt make, while you were getting out of it, 
A is thy | | 

La. Wrong, Come, come, my lord, I have not loſt 
my ſenſes yet--I follow'd you and ſaw you in the coach, 
when the confident creature reach'd out to you from 
another, to tell you, I ſuppoſe, that I was juſt behind 
you, you may wrong me, but you can never blind me. 
[Ia a ſcornful ſmile] | 

Ld, Wrong. Look you, madam, that manner in ſpeak- 
ing ſhews too much tranſport, and colour does not 
become your face . | | 


La. Wrong. (taking him up ſhort.) Some people think 
it does now; all men are not of your opinion, my lord, 
my complexion may not pleaſe you, perhaps ; but I have 
known many a lover find an appetite only from a huſ- 
band's loſing it. | 

Ld. Wrong. I won't ſuppoſe, madam, you'll ſuffer 
any man to like you more than he ought to do. 

La. Wrong. 8 Sir! don't you depend morę upon my 
diſcretion, than you own — We wives, as well as our 
huſbands, love to have ſome idle body or other to flat- 
ter us into humour, when the time hangs upon our 
hands. | age 

Ld. Wrong. You are pleaſant, madam. | 
La. Wrong. Marriage wou'd be an unfortunate frolick 
indeed, if a woman's happineſs were to die with her 


1 


huſband's inclination. 


Ld. Vrong. Waggiſh, I proteſt, N 46 
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La. Vrong. O there's nothing like a modiſh huſband 
to refine the unbred virtue of a wife into all the pretty 
liberties in faſhion. | £ N 
Id. Vrong. Good company, or let me die. 

La. Wrong. I knew the day when my lady Honey- 
Moon wou'd have bluſh'd, almoſt into tears, at the alarm 
of a bare civil thing from any man but her huſband ; but 
from the well-bred example of his conſcience, ſhe has 
now moſt undauntedly got the better of her own, and 
ſtands buff at the head of the mode, without the leaf 
tincture of virtue to put her aut of countenance. 
Id. Wrong. Why now, my dear— this is ſome- 
thing, if you wau'd always treat me with this good 
humour, you and I ſhou'd never diſpute as long as 1 

La. Wrong. Monſter ! 

Ld. Vrong. For you know I have often told you, that 
if ever I ſhou'd be weak enough to wrong you, a gentle 
complaint and good words wou'd work me to any thing; 
when the pa of an inſolent repraach would be but 
adding fuel to my folly, and make it flame the higher: 
but now II ſee that you are convinc'd that your ſuſpicions 
were groundleſs, and that you are ſenſible, if they 
had not that, defiance is utterly the wrong way to 
reform me, you ſhall find that all this tenderneſs and tem- 

per that you now treat me with, ſhan't be-thrown away 
upon me. 3 
La. Vrong. Inſolent! provoking devil! 
Ld. Vrong. I am glad we are friends with all my 
heart, T am upon my ſoul, my dear. 
La. Wrong, Villain! 5 pn 

Ld. Wrong. O my dear! I had like to have forgot one 

thing, and E we are now come to a right underſtand- 
in 12 tell you, if ever you and 1 ſhould happen to 
diſagree, I beg of you, for your own ſake, never give 
me any hard language ; becauſe there's no being cer- 
tain, but in one of my brutal fits, I may let you cry your- 
ſelf half blind for it, before I forgive you. 

La. Vrong. Forgive me! I haye a ſoul as much above 

the fear of you, as are your injuries below my ſcorn—! 
laugh at both. 3 $75 oY 

Ld. Wrong. Ay, but my life, I would not have you 
truſt me, for if ever you ſhou'd accuſe me wron OY 1 

1 now 
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know my fooliſh temper ſo well, that in- my conſcience, 
in pure ſpite, I believe I believe 1 believe I 
ſhou'd keep a whore. 

La. Wrong. My lord, this affectation won't redreſs my 
injuries, and however you deceive yourſelf, in your un- 
queſtion'd power of doing wrong, you'll find there's a 
force of juſtice yet above your ſtrength, a curb of law to 
check abandoned principles; nor am I yet ſo poor in 
intereſt, or friends, jealous of my wrongs, as of their 
own, but I may find a time and place to make your 
proud heart humble for this uſage. | 5 

Ld. Wrong. Death! and Hell! dare to inſult me with 
ſuch another thought, theſe walls ſhall mark your bounds 
of liberty: this diſmal houſe decomes your priſon, de- 
barr'd of light, of converſe, or relief, you live immur'd 
for life ; and let me ſee that big-mouth'd friend, or inte- 
reſt 4 en, that can unlock a huſband's power to keep you 

en my wife talks warmly to me, ſhe ſhall aſk my 


leave firſt; 


La. Vrong. Never—ſuch leave as you took. to give 
me cauſe for't, I take to tell you of it. 

Ld. Wrong. We are not upon an equal foot: I won't 
have you ſo familiar in your accuſations. Be warn'd, 
and ſtir me not to uſe my power; you may ſooner make 
me an ill haſband than a tame one. 

La. Wrong. So may you me a wife, my lord; and what 
1s't binds me more to bear an injury, than you? I have 
ſeen you laugh at paſlive obedience between a prince and 
people, and in the ſenſe of nature, I can't ſee why tis 
not ridiculous from a wife to an injurious huſband ? 

Ld. Wrong. Their hazard is at leaſt unequal ; a peo- 
ple may be freed by ſtruggling ; but when a fetter'd 
wife preſumes, th* inſulted hafbaid's fire to make her 
chain the ſhorter. | | 

La. Wrong. Her mind at leaſt, is more at liberty; the 
eaſe of goring ſhame for pain, ſtands yet in ſome degree 
of pleaſure ; the wretch that's baſely kill'd falls better 
ſatisfied to ſee his murtherer bleed. 

Ld. Vrong. Nay, now I crave your mercy, madam, 
I find I miſtook your grievance all this while 1 
ſeems then, to be refas'd the pleaſure of reproaching, 
is what you can't bear——and when you are wrong'd, 


E2' to 


44. The Lachs Laſt Stake: Or, 
to lock up your tongue is the greateſt cruelty your ty- 
rant can 11 ſe don you- — If that be the hard. 
ſhip, pray eaſy, when you pleaſe, in the name of 
thunder go on, ſpare no invectives, but open the ſpout 
of your eloquence, and ſee with what a calm connubial 
reſignation, I will both hear and bow me to the chaſtiſe- 
ment. 9 5 ; Cay tg # 

La. Wrong. Poor helpleſs affectation! this ſhew of 
temper is as much diffembled as your innocence 
I know, in ſpite of all your hardened thoughts, to hear 
your guilt confronted thus, muſt gall your ſoul, pati- 
ents don't uſe to ſmile while their freſh wounds are pro- 
bed, nor criminals to laugh under the ſmart of juſtice. 

Ld. Wrong. My life, you begin extremely well, and 
with abundance of fire, only give me leave to obſerve 
one thing to you, that as you draw towards an end, 
don't forget the principal thing you were going to ſay. 

La. Wrong. How poor ! how low! how wretched is 
a guilty mind, that ſtands without a bluſh the ſhock of 
accuſation 32 

Ld. Wrong. Hold, madam, don't miſtake me neither; 
for I allow you to accuſe me of nothing, but of what 
we fine gentlemen. think is next to nothing——a little 
whoredom. SEARS | | | | 

La. Wrong. Audacious ! horrid wretch ! and dare you 
own the fact ? p | — 

Ld. Wrong. Own it! no, no, if I were guilty I 
wou'd not do that, but I give you leave to ſuppoſe me 
ſo, becauſe, by what you ſay, I fancy it would eaſe 
your heart to reproach me; though methinks it's 
very hard, that demonſtration won't convince you of 
my innocence. 15 SETS 

La. Wrong. Demonſtration ! | 

Ld. Vrong. Demonſtration ! ay, demonſtration : for 
if I were guilty, pray who could better know” it than 
myſelf? and have not I told you with my own mouth 
*tis no ſuch thing? pray what demonſtration can be 
Plainer ? 77... TRE OT OG 
La. Wrong. I find you are 10 6 to ſtand it to the 
laſt ; but fince I know your guilt, I owe myſelf the 
juſtice to reſent it. When the weak wife tranſgreſſes, 


the huſband's love has leave to boil; his fury's * 
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by honour ; the wrong admits no meaſure of amends ; - 
hs reputation bleeds, and only blood can ſtaunch it. And 
J muſt tell you, Sir, that in the ſcales of conſcience, the 
huſband's falſehood is an equal injury, and equal too, you'll 
find the wife's reſentment : Henceforth be ſure you're 
private in your ſhame ; for if { trace you to another proof, 
expect as little mercy for the wretch you doat on, as you 
yourſelf wou'd ſhew to the felonious lover. 

My wrongs through her ſhall ſhoot you to the ſoul, 

You ſhall not find | am an injur'd fool. (Exit. 

Ld. Wrong. Well ſaid, I gad, if ſhe cou'd but love 
with half the fire ſhe can hate, I wou'd not deſire to 
pas my time in better company—not but between me, 
and myſelf, . our dear conſorts, have ſomething a hard 
time on't : we are a little apt to take more liberty than 
we give—But le in power don't care to part with 
it, whether it be lawful or no; to bear her inſolence is 
poſitively intolerable— What ſhall I do with her I 
know no way of making an honourable peace, better 
than ſword in hand Ev'n let her pride ſwell till it 
burſts, and then tis poſſible ſhe may come to reaſon. 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Here's Sir Friendly Moral, my lord. | 
Ld. Wrong. Deſire him to walk in hold fifty 
pound the old gentleman comes to ſchool me about his 
young kinſwoman ; if he does, I know he'll do it hand- 
ſomely; for give him his due, with all his ſeverity of 

principles, he is as good humour'd, and as well bred as: 
if he had no principles at all. N 
. Enter a Servant with Sir Friendly. 
Sir Fr. My lord, Lam your moſt humble ſervant; 
Ld. Vrong. Sir Friendly, this is kind indeed! chairs 
there ell, how goes the gout, Sir? 
Sir Fr. In troth, very untowardly; for I can hardly 
alk with it. Will your lordſhip give me leave? 
Ld. Vrong. To ſtand upon any thing but ceremony ? 
Enter. Lord George from the inner room. i 
Ld. Geo. Nuncle, I am glad to ſee you. 


Sir Fr. Hah !' monſicur Brilliant, and in a ſober viſit, 
after ſun ſet ! REID © 
Ld. Geo. O dear, fir, I'm grown a fellow of the moſt 
retired converſation in the world. „ ä 
E. 3 Sir. 


The Lady's Laft Stake : Or, 


Sir Fr. Your reformation is not of a very long date, 
I'm afraid; for if I don't miſtake, I ſaw you but yeſ. 
terday at the thatch'd houſe, with a napkin upon your 
head, at the window in very hopeleſs company! 

Id. Geo. How! how, Nuncle! two men of title, 
and a foreign Count, hopeleſs company! 
Sir Fri. Moſt deplorable ! your Count's a counter, and 


only paſſes for what he is in his own country; your 


men of title. indeed are no counterfeits, every body ſees 
into their worth, Sir Bubble Squander, and my lord 
Lawleſs but the ſparks I obſerv'd you with, were 
*Donefirft the jockey, and Touch'em the gameſter; 
as infamous a fellow as ever broke the head of a box. 
keeper. | 
Ld. Geo. Pſha! people that play keep all com- 
pany ; but to let you ſee I had my account in it, 
I had a mind to bite Sir Bubb/e in a horſe-match, and 
ſo took theſe two fellows with me, to let him into the 
ſecret. 5 | | 
Sir Fr. A fine inſtance of modiſh morals indeed! 
to make one's conſcience a bawd to the diſhonour of 
biting a wretch of perhaps an hundred pound ! what 
a ſhame it is the world ſnou'd not call it by its true 
_ cheating, that men of honour might not be guilty 
of it! | | | 
Ld. Geo. O, Sir, the name I grant you wou'd ftrange- 
ly alter the caſe ; but people 5 rank, and power, Nun- 
cle, are wiſer, and nick- name one another's infirmities 
therefore tis your little cheat you ſee, that's 
ſent to Newgate; your great one's only turn'd out of 
his place. | 4.4 
Sir Fr. Nay, tis a comfortable world indeed, for 
knaves, fools, fops, cowards, and ſharpers. | 
| Ld. Geo, Right! their quality and quantity keeps 
*em in countenance. . 3 | 
Sir Fr. So that a man may be any one or all of 'em, 
and yet appear no monſter in moſt of the public places 
about town. 2 | 2 
Ld. Wrong. But with ſubmiſſion, Sir Friendly, if | 
meet with « man of figure, that talks agreeably over a 
glaſs; what in the name of good-nature have I to do 
with his morals ? 2 8 
| | | ir 
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Sir Fr. *Tis in my opinion, as diſhoneſt in a man of 

uality to converſe with a well-bred rogue, as 'twere un- 
{afe for a woman of reputation to make a companion 
of an agreeable ſtrumpet. People's taſte and prin- 
ciples are very juſtly. meaſur'd by their choice of ac- 
quaintance : beſides, a man of honour owes the diſcoun- 
tenance of a villain, as a debt to his own dignity. 
How poor a ſpirit muſt it ſhew in our people of for- 
tune, to-let fellows, who deſerve hanging every other 
day of their lives, die at laſt of fitting up in the beſt 
company? but, my Lord Wronglove, I am afraid I have 
a pardon to aſk; the laſt time we three were toge- 
ther, did not the old fellow a little overſhoot him- 
ſelf? I thought, when I parted, I had been freer in my 
advice than became me. 

Ld. Wrong. So far from it, that your very manner 
of ſpeaking makes your moſt ſevere reproofs an obliga- 
tion. 5 

Sir Fr. Nay, I was only concerned for what I had 
ſaid to your lordſhip; as for this ſpark, I no more 
mind his caprice, than I believe he does any thing I 
can ſay to him; and yet the knave has ſomething of 
good humour in him, that makes me I can't help ſome- 
times throwing away my words upon him. But give me 
your hand; in troth, when I was at your years, I had 
my follies too. | 

Ld. Geo. Ay! now you come to us, Nuncle, and I 
bope you'll have good nature enough, not to expect your 
friends to be wiſer than you were. | 

Sir. Fr. Perhaps I don't expect it, but in troth, if they 
ſhould be wiſer for my ſoul I can't ſee any harm 
'twould do 'em; and tho' I love with all my heart, to 
ſee ſpirit in a young fellow, yet a little prudence won't 
poiſon him. And if a man that ſets out into life, ſhould 
carry a little general eſteem with him, as part of his 
equipage, he'd make never the worſe figure at the end 
of his journex. 55 

Ld. Geo. We young fellows that ride poſt, never mind 
what figures we make. * 

Sir Fr. Come! come ! let's not contend for victory 

but truth I love you both 


and wou d have all 
that 
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that know you do ſo too Don't think becauſe you 

| paſs. for men of wit, and modiſh honour; that that's 
all you owe to your condition: fortune has given you 

titles to ſet your actions in a fairer = 7 and nature 


underſtanding to make *em not only ju 
Troth ! it grieves me to think you can abuſe ſuch hap. 
pineſs, and have no more ambition or regard to real ho- 
nour, than the wretched fine gentlemen in moſt of our 
modern comedies ! Will you forgive me—Upon my 
faith, I don't ſpeak thus of you to other people; nor 
would I now ſpeak ſo to you, but to prevent other peo- 
ple's ſpeaking thus of you to me. . 

Ld. Geo. 2 depend upon't I'm always pleas'd' 
to hear you. | 

Ld. Wrong. I take it kindly. 

Sir Fri. Then firſt to you, lord George — what can 


you think the honeſt part af the world will ſay of you; 


when you have ſeduc'd the innocent inclinations of one 
of the beſt wives, from perhaps one of the beſt of 
huſbands in the world to be plain, I mean my 
lady Gentle———you ſee, my lord, with all your diſcre- 
tion, your deſtgn's no ſecret. | | 

Ld. Geo. Upon my life, Nuncle, if I were half the 
fellow you think me, I ſhould be aſham'd.to look people 
in the face. Bs; by 

Sir Fri. Fie ! ſie! how uſeleſs is the force of under- 
ſanding, when only age can give us virtue? 

Ld. Vrong. Come, Sir, you ſee he's incorrigible, you'll 
have better — with me, I hope; for to tell you the 
truth, I have few pleaſures, that you can call it virtue 
in me to part with.. 5 | | 

Sir Fri. I am glad to hear it, my Tord——T ſhall be as 
favourable as I can; but ſince we are in ſearch of truth, 
muſt freely tell you, the man that violates himfelf the 
ſacred honours of his wife's chaſte bed (I muſt be plain, 
my lord) oughtat leaſt to fear, as ſhe's the frailer ſex, the 
ſame from her; the injury to her ſtrikes deeper than the 
head, often to the heart. And then her provocation is 
in nature greater; and injur'd minds think nothing is 


unjuſt that's natural. This ought to make a wiſe man. 


tremble ; for, in the point of real honour, there's —_ 
AUttle 


„ but generous. 
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little difference between being a cuckold, and deſerving 
to be one: and to come a little cloſer to your lordſhip's 
caſe, to ſee ſo fine a woman as my lady Hronglowe, even 
in her flower of beauty, flighted for the unblown plea- 
ſures of a greenſick girl; beſides, th' imprudent part ar- 
gues at bel a thin and ſickly appetite. STS 

Ld. Wrong. Sir Friendly, T am almoſt aſham'd to an- 
ſwer you——your reproach indeed has touch'd me; I 
mean for my attempts upon your young kinſwoman; 
but, becauſe 'tis not fit you ſhou'd take my word, after 
my owning ſo unfair an action, here's one can bear me 
witneſs, that not half an hour before you came in, I had 
reſolv'd never to purſue her more. | 

Sir Fri. My lord, I came not to reproach you with a 
wrong to me, but to yourſelf; had the girl had no rela- 
tion to me, I ſtill had ſaid the ſame; not but I now am 
doubly bound to thank o. oOE.. 

Ld. Ges. And now, Nuncle, III give you a piece of 
advice ; diſpoſe of the child as ſoon as you can, rather 
undermatch her, than not all; for if you'll allow me to 
know any thing of the mathematicks, that before ſhe's 
five weeks older ſhe will be totally unqualified for an ape- 
leader, you may as poſitively depend upon, as that 
ſhe's of the feminine gender. „ 

Sir Fri. J am pretty well acquainted with the ripeneſs 
of her inclinations, and have provided for em; unleſs. - 
ſome ſuch ſpark as you (now my lord has laid them 
down) whips up the cudgels in the mean time. - 

Ld. Geo. Not I, upon honour, depend upon't ; her per- 
ſon's quite out of my gout, nor have I any more concern 
about it than I have to know who will be the next king 
of Poland, or who is the true original of ſtrops for ra- 
20rs. 

Ld. Wrong. Sir Friendly, I own ] have been no ſtran- 
ger in other places to the follies you have charg'd me 
with; yet I am fo far inclin'd to part with them, that 
were it poſſible I could be, my own way, and properly, 
reconcil'd to my wife, I would not wiſh a thought of 
happineſs beyond it. LY 

Sir Fr. My lord, I know her temper, and her ſpirit. 


Sir 


Ld. Wrong. O! human patience can't bear it. 


PR 
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Sir Fr. T warrant you ! a wiſe man will bear a greater 
weakneſs from a woman : and fince I find your good 
nature is not wholly diſoblig'd, I could wiſh, for both 
your ſakes, I had your lordſhip's ſecret leave to talk with 
er. 

Ld. Wrong. Um! could not it as well be done with- 
out my leave, Sir Friendly ? I ſhould: not care to have 
her think I made advances 

Sir Fr. O! ————[I am a friend to both, and wil! be. 
tray neither of you. | | 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, thege's a gentleman come out of the city, 
and ſtays at your houſe to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Fr. Il wait on him. My lord, will you ex- 
cuſe me? | | | 

Ld. Wrong. I cou'd rather wiſh. your buſineſs wou'd, 
Sir Friendly, 

Sir Fr. Upon my word, my Lord, *tis urgent ; this 
man brings me money: I am diſcharging myſelf of my 
guardianſhip to Mrs. Congueſt, and my buſineſs is now to 
Py OY in the laſt ſum of her fortune. 
Lu. Geo. What's the ſum total, nuncle, if a man 

ſhou'd happen to ſet a price upon his liberty? 

Sir Fr. Come, come, the liberties you value, my lord, 
are not worth keeping: An honeſt ſmile from the good 
humour of that girl is worth all the ſodden favours of 
your whole Seraglio — Will four thquſand pound 
do any good, my lord? | | 1 

Ld. Geo. Look you, Sir Friendly, marriage 1s very 
Honourable and wiſe, and—and—it—it---it*s---it's an 
extreme fine thing, no doubt; but I am one of thoſe 
frank-hearted fellows that had rather ſee my friends hap- 
Py. that way than myſelf. My lord, your ſervant. 
If you are going home, nuncle, PII carry you, 
for I have buſineſs at your houſe too. 

Ld. Wrong. Who's there? light out! lord 
George, 1s your. new. chariot at the door ? 

Ld. Geo. Tes; and poſitively the prettieſt. that ever 
roll'd in the rear of ſix horſes. | 

Ld. Wrong. I have a mind to look at it. 


| The End of the Third AS. 


7 Exeunt: 
a2 
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. 
SCENE, Lord Wronglove's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Wronglove and Mrs. Hartſhorn. 
La. Wk. WWA Sir Friendly within ? 


Mrs. Hart/. Yes, madam, he gives 
his humble Service, and ſays he will 

certainly be at home at eight o*clock, and expects your 
ladyſhip's commands. | 

La. Wrong. Did the fellow give my ſervice to my 
lady Gentle too, and to Mrs. Congueft ? 

Mrs. Harti. He did not ſay any thing of it to me, 
madam | | 

La. Wrong. What blockhead is it you always find out 
to neglect my buſineſs ? Whom did you ſend ? 

Mrs. Hart/. Fames, madam. 

La. Wreng. Call him in; I find I muſt always give my 
orders myſelf. | — 

Mrs. Harſ. He's gone to the play to keep your lady- 

's places. | | 


their ſenſes! Why I ſha'nt go to day. | 
Mrs. Hart/. He ſaid, madam, your ladyſhip order'd 
him, right or wrong, to keep places every Saturday. 
La. Wrong. Pſhah! | 
| _ Heart/. J hope your ladyſhip is not angry at me, 
madam. | | 
La. Wrong. No! Prithee ! I don't know what I ſay. 
Mrs. Hartſ. Ah, poor Lady! _ [444 
La. Wrong. What is the play to day? _ 
Mrs. Hart/: The---the---Zz/band, ſomething 
the Careful Huſband, I think, madam. 
La. Wrong. The Careful! the Carele/s Huſband, you 
mean ſure————tho' I never ſaw it. 7 
Mrs. Harti. Yes, yes, madam— it's that play, 
that my lady Wear-breeches hates ſo, that I ſaw once, 
madam — where there's a lady that comes in, and 
catches her huſband faſt aſleep with her own woman, 
| | and 


Le Wrong. The play! Sure the people are all out of 
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and then takes her handkerchief off her neck, and then 
goes ſoftly to him 

La Wrong. And ſtrangles him in his ſleep? 

Mrs. Hargſ. No, Madam. 

La. Wrong. Oh! ſtrangles the woman. 

Mrs. Hart/. No, madam, ſhe only lays it gently over 
his head, for fear he ſhould catch cold, and ſo ſteals out 
of the room, without ſo much as offering to wake him, 
La. Wrong. Horrid! and what becomes of the poor 
ſpirited creature? 

Mrs. Hart/. O! Madam, when the gentleman wakes, 


and finds that his lady has been there without taking 
any notice of it to him, he grows ſo aſham'd of his wick 


edneſs and ſo ſenſible of her virtues, that he afterward 
roves the civileſt gentleman, and the beſt huſband 
in the world to her. 

La. Wrong. Foh ! were I an huſband, a wife with 
ſuch a tame enduring ſpirit, wou'd make me ſcorn her, 
or, at beſt, but ſleep at her groveling virtue 
is my lord within? 

Mrs. Hart/. Ves, madam, he's reading in his cloſet, 

La. Wrong. Any thing, the dulleſt ſolitude more plea- 
ſes him than my company hoh ! ( Sighing, 

Mrs. Harti. . (Afide) Ah poor lady ! it makes me 
weep to ſee her | ant at heart ſo. 

La. Wreng. Go to my lord, and ſay I deſire to ſpeak 
with him. 


(Exit Mrs. Hartſhorn, 
O! for a draught of cold i ndifference to chill this luke 
warm love, that wou'd rebel againſt my peace, that J 
may leave without a PArg this hardened wretch, and to 
the rude _ of his groſs deſire give him up for eVer--- 
He — keep down, my ſwelling heart, and let tame 
patience ſpeak my wrongs for once, for wrangs like 
_ enced not the force, or fire of paſſion to * 


| Enter Lord Wronglove. | 
Ld. Wrong. I am told, madam, you deſire to ſpeak 
with me? 
La. Wrong. Yes, my lord, and which perhaps you” ll 
not diſlike, to talk with you, in temper too, if you're in 


Ld. 


temper to receive it. 


then 
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Ld. Wrong. While you're in temper, Madam, I ſhall 
always think I owe you the reipe& of keeping mine; 
and when you are not, I ſhall keep it in reſpect to myſelf. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, I never had occaſion to queſtion 
your knowing what you ought to do: But you are not 
bound you'll ſay, to make your inclination a ſlave to 
your underſtanding : And therefore *tis poſſible you 
won't want arguments to convince me, that a wife's 
obliged to bear all faults ia a huſband, that are not in 
her power to puniſh, | x 

Ld. Wrong. Proceed. arg + 127 

La. Wrong. Now I muſt tell you, my Lord, when any 
one injures me, becauſe tis in their power, I ſhall cer- 
tainly hate em for it, becauſe that's in my power, 

Ld. Wrong. I am ſorry you think it worth your while 
to make uſe of ſo unprofitable a power. 

La. Wrong. I am ſorry I have occaſion for it. | 

La. Wrong. Um That's half a queſtion——but 
go on. | 
La. Wrong. And therefore fince I find the more I en- 
deavour to detect you, the more you perſiſt in your Re- 
ſolution to uſe me ill; ſince my honeſt Reſentment, and 
your Actions have made us a mutual grievance to one 
another, I ſee no way in nature to make us mutually 
juſt, but by cancelling our Obligations, If we agree to 
part, th* uneaſy Bond of Wife or Huſband no longer lies 
in force againſt us — And ſince I am contented to re- 
mit the breaches you have made of the Conditions on 
your part, I ſuppoſe you won't think it inconſiſtent with 
your reputation, to allow me part of rhe Fortune 1 
brought you, as a ſeparate Maintenance. . 

Ld. Wrong. When you and I part, Madam, you ſhall. 
leave none of your fortune behind you: But ſhou'd L 
now yield to your Propoſal, the World might think 1 
own'd the Breaches you accuſe me of, and then 'twere 
only parting to indulge your Pride: But if the ſincere 
ſorrow of your humble Heart can find a way to make it 
as conſiſtent with my Reputation, as my private Peace, 
Pl! fign to your relief this moment. . 

La. Wrong. Your Reputation ! No, my Lord, that's 
your Buſineſs to ſecure, I've taken care to let my 
Actions juſtify my own; if you have been remiſs, the 

| F | Fault's 
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Fault's not mine to anſwer I'm glad at leaſt to ſee you 


__ own where tis your weakneſs lies. 


Ld. Wrong. To bear fuch inſults from a wife, is not 
2 my leaſt weakneſs—Nay, I've another too, which 
might own with equal bluſhing: A tame forgiving pity 
of your unfortunate temper, that pauſes yet to take the 
advantage of your diſtraction to undo you. 
La. Wrong. Horrid! inſolent aſſertion, to do me injury; 


and call my innocent endeayours at redreſs, diſtraction. 


Ld. Wrong. Innocent! Away! You take the rudeſt, 
fierceſt, falſeſt means for reparation, if you had a wrong, 
La. Wrong. If I had! infopportable! To be out- face 
that my own eyes deceive me! 

Ld. Wrong. Death and Confuſion! fuppoſe your 
wrongs were true—think what they are——ſpeak em 
with a modeſt tongue, and bluſh at all this redneſs of 
reſentment. | 

La. W 
gument. 725 | | 

Ld. Wrong. "Tis fit we ſliould be ſo—the ſubjeR ought 
to be below your thoughts don't mifuſe your pride, til} 
1 am taught to think you've none. Death! Pye known 


. Nay, now, my Lord, we are paſt all ar- 


the ſpirit of a ſtrumpet in the misfortunes of her ſighted 


love thew more than you; who tho? her heart was bleed- 


ing with the inward pain, yet to her lover's face took pride 


and eaſe to feem concernlefs at his falſhood. 

La. Wrong. My Lord, your having a better opinion of 
ſuch creatures than your wife, is no new thing to me; 
but I muſt tell you, I have not deſerv'd your vile compa- 
rifon. Nor ſhall I ever buy an huſband's inclination, by 
beigg like the horrid things you doat on. TOR 
Ld. Wrong. Come, fince you are incorrigible, III give 
your pride the vain relief you atk for-—-Your temper is 
at laſt intolerable, and now tis mutual cafe to part with 
you: Yet to let you ſee tis not in the power of all 
your follies to provoke me to an jnjuftice, IT wilt not 


truſt your wiſhes with your own difcretion ; but if yon 


have a friend, that's not an enemy to me, whoſe honeſty 


and ſenſe you can depend on, let him be umpire of 
the conditions, of what's proper both of us ſhould yield 


to 
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to when we part; and here's my hand, my word, my 
honour, I'll fign em on demand. WET ee pt 

La. Wrong. Keep but your word in this, my Lord, and 
I have henceforth no injuries to reproach you with. + 

Ld. Wrong. If in the leaſt Article I ſhrink from it, 
conclude me then the mean, the ſervile wretch you'd 
make me. 

La. Wrong. I'd make you juſt, my Lord ; if that's my 
fault, I never ſhall repent it. 

Id. Wrong. We are now no longer our own judges : 
Madam, name the Perſon you appeal to. 

La. Wrazg. Ol my Lord, you can't be more in haſte 
than I am : Sir Friendly Moral; and I think you can have 
no objection to his integrity I appeal to him. 

Ld. Wrong. The Man o'th' World I wou'd have choſe 
myſelf; and if you pleaſe, Madam, I'll wait upon you 
to him immediately. 

L. Wrong. No, my Lord, I think it won't be unrea- 
ſonable, 171 ſpeak with him alone firſt. 

Ld, Wrong. With all my heart ; in half an hour then 
I'll follow you. | 

La. Wreng. My Lord, you need not affect this indiffe- 
rence, I have provocations enough without it 
PII go, depend upon't. | a 

Ld. Wreng. I thought you had been gone, Madam. 
How now! 1 5 [ Paſſing haſtily by bim. 

Enter à ſervant, whiſpers Lord Wronglove. 

Serv. Sir Friendly Moral defires to ſpeak with your 
Lordſhip ; he ſtays in the next room, and begs my Lady 
may not know he's here. 1 

La. Wrong. [ Turning] What can that whiſper mean ? 
But I have done with jealouſy. | | 1 

Ld. Wrong. When your Lady's gone out, defire him 
to walk in. { Exit Servant] In half an hour, as I told you 
I'll poſitively be with you. | * 

La. Wrong. O! my Lord, I fhan't = to interrupt 
your privacies, [ Exit Lady Wronglove. 

Ld. Wrong. How unfortunate muſt this woman's temper 
be, when e'en this affectation of indifference is the great- 
eſt proof Jever received of ber inclination ?--- What can 
this come to ? By Sir 1 being here, {ny 

2 . 
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ſhe has been diſcloſing her Grievance already; and when 
| the has made the very work of it, I am miſtaken, if his 
Temper and Underſtanding won't convince her, that ti 
below the Pride and Prudence of a Wife, to take fo vio- 
lent a notice of it- But here he comes--[ Enter Sir Friend. 
ly. Moral] Sir Friexdly, your moſt humble ſervant--come, 
we are alone, I gueſs the buſineſs---my wife has been 

talking with you. 

' Sir Fr. No, my lord; and unlefs you give me your 
word to be ſecret, 1 dare not tell you my buſineſs. 

Ld. Wrong. upon my honour. 

Sir Fr. Then, there, my lord, I juſt now received 
that letter from her. 

Ld. Wrong. [Reads.]J 8 : 
las, I find there's no way of being eaſy in my life, 
A but parting for ever with my lord and 1 wou'd wil- 
lingly do it in ſach a manner, as might leaſt blame me to the 
world. Your friendſbip to both cur families will, I am ſure, 
engage vox to adviſe me in the ſafeſt method e therefore I by 
youll be at home Jome time this Evening, that I may ſpeat 
 avith you; for Lift, as it is, is iaſugportable. T am Sir, &c. 
Well, Sir Friendly, then I can tell you half your Trou- 
ble's over; for we have agreed to part already, and both 
have choſen you the umpire of the conditions. 

Sir Fr. How, my lord! cou'd paſlicn be ſo far you 
Maſter tco? . | 

Ld. Woo: Why faith, Sir Friendly, patience could 
'endure it no longer *rwas her own propoſal, and 
the found the way at laſt to provoke me, to take her at 
her word. | | | 
Sir Fr. Her word, fy ! fy! becauſe ſhe'd lame her re- 
putation to cripple yours, ſhall you revenge her folly on 
yourſelf? come, come, your underſtanding ought to have 
more compaſſion for the misfortune of a weak woman's 
Temper. 3 

Ld. Wrong. Oh! ſhe's implacable! 

Sir Fr. That quality puniſhes itſelf, my lord; and 
ſince the provocation's yours, it might ſometimes be par- 
don'd. Do but imagine how it muſt gall the heart of 
woman of ſpirit, to ſee the looſe Coguers of her acquain- 
tance ſmile at her modiſh huſband's ſleeping in a ſeparate 
bed from her. _— | 
2 Ld. Wrong. 


= 


The Wife's Reſentment. | 57 

Ld. Wrong. Humph! there's ſomething in what you 
fay --- I — — you'll laugh at me, ſhould I tell 
you the true and honeſt occafion of it. 

Sir Fr. Not if it be true, and honeſt, my lord. _ 

Ld. Wrong: Upon my faith, it was not the leaſt diſ- 
taſte of her Perſon but her being down-right an into- 
lerable bedfellow. | 

Sir Fr. How do you mean ? 

Ld. Vrong. I could never ſleep with her: For tho? 
ſhe loves late hours, yet when ſhe has ſeen me gape for 
bed, like a waiter at the groom-porter's in a morning, ſhe 
wou d ſtill reſerye to herſelf the tedious Decorum of being 
firſt ſollicited for her company ; ſo that ſhe uſually con- 
triv'd to let me be three quarters aſleep, before ſhe wou'd 
do me the honour to diſturb me. Then beſides this, I was 
ſeldom leſs than two nights in four, but in the very mid- 
dle of my firſt comfortable Nap, I was awaken'd with 
th' alarm of tingle, tingle, tingle for a quarter of an hour 
together, that you'd ſwear ſhe wanted either a doctor or 
a midwife : and by and by down comes Mademoiſelle 
with a fingle under petticoat in one hand, and rubbing 
her eyes with t'other; and then, after about half an hour's 
weighty arguments on both ſides, poor Mademoiſelle is 
guilty of not having pull'd the ſheet ſmooth at her' feet ; 
by which unpardonable neglect, her ladyſhip's little toe 
had lain at leaſt two hours upon the rack of a wrinkle, 
that had almoſt put her into a Fever This, when I 
civilly complain'd of, ſhe ſaid ſhe muſt either be eaſy in 
the bed, or go out of it---I told her that was exactly my 
caſe; ſo I very fairly ſtep'd into the next room, where I 
have ever ſince {lept moſt profoundly found, without ſo 
much as once dreaming of her. 5 

Sir Fr. An unfortunate circumſtance truly! but I ſee 
a little matter, my lord, will part people that don't care 
for Company. | | | - 

Ld. Wrong. But, Sir Friendly, (not to trouble you 
with a long particular of the provocations I had from h 
temper, to run a roguing at firſt) ſuppoſe I have play'd 
the fool, is the fault unpardonable ? is a Wife's repyta- 
tion like a huſband's, mean, or infamous, aufe ſhe 
orerlooks the folly ? 79s 
F 3 Sir Fr. 


— — — »9 — 


| requir'd --- Pve often receiv? 


_ 
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Sir Fr. No---but did you, my lord, ever give her any 


figns of a repentance ? 


La. Wrong. As far as I thou - 54 the nature of the crime 
her moderate reproache: 
with a ſmile, and rallery--given her leave to gueſs, in 
hopes her underſtanding wou'd have imil'd again, and 
17 it. | 
Sir Fr. And what effect had that? a 
Ld. Wrong. O! none in nature! For, Sir, her pride 
has poſſeſs'd her with ſo horrid an idea of the crime, that 
my making ſlight on't but the more incenſes her: And 
when once her Paſſion takes the liberty of her tongue to 
me, I neither ſpare authority, nor ill- nature to provoke 
or ſilence her- This generally is our eourſe of converſati- 


on; and for aught !] ſee, if we ſhould not agree upon part- 


ing, we are in as fair a way of heartily plaguing one ano- 
ther for life, as e'er a comfortable Couple in Europe. 
Sir Fr. My lord, the thought's too melancholy to Jeſt 


Id. Wrong. Why faith, I have fo far a concern for 
her, that could any means of an Accommodation be 
found, that were not unfit for a hulband to ſubmit to, 1 
ſhou'd not yet refuſe to come into it. 

Sir Fr. Spoken like a man, my lord: How far the 
fault's in you, I partly ſee; and when I have made the 
ſame enquiry into my lady s grief, I doubt not then! 
ſhall be better able to adviſe. 

- Id. Mrorg. Vou've now an opportunity; for ſhe? s gone 
this very minute to my Lady Gentle's to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Fr. *Twere belt to loſe no time then, my lord; I'll 


take my leave---Nay, no ceremony 


Ld. Wrong. No, I am going part of your way--upon 
my word. [ Exennt. 
Euter Lady Gentle, reading a Letter, and Mrs. Conqueſt. 

Mrs. Con. I hope Sir William's well, madam. 

La. Cent. Ves, very well, ey Dear, and defires his 
Baiſtteains to your Ladyſhip. 


Mrs. Cen. Does he ſay any thing of coming to town: ? 


La. Gent. No, nothing yet. 


Mrs. Con. No! pray, madam, don't you think his 


good worſhip begins to be a In fonder of fox-hunting 
_ you cou'd with he were ?. 


La. Gent. 


B; 


eV 
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La. Gent. I am always pleas'd while he's diverted ; if 
you ſaw his letters to me, you would not think I had any 
reaſon to complain. 1 
Mrs. Con. Nay, the world owns your ladyſhip has the 
perfect ſecret of making a good huſband. 7 5 
La. Gent. Believe me, child, the matter's not ſo diſſi- 
cult as people would have it. If you knew what trifles, 
in the compliance of a woman's temper, ſooth a man to 
fondneſs, you'd admire to what a childiſh. obſtinacy ſo 
many women owe their uneaſineſs. 8 22 


c Euter Miſs, crying. 
Miſs Not. Oh! ho! | 5 
La. Gent. How now! what's the matter, my Dear? 
Miſs Not. Oh! ho! Madam! Madam! 
Mrs. Con. Bleſs me! what ails the child? 
Miſs Not. I have been ſo abus'd,, ſo affronted ! 
La. Gent. Abus' d! by whom, my dear? S 
Mifs Not. That monſter of men, my lord Geores- 
Brilliant. | eee ITN 
Mrs. Con. My lord George.. 
Miſs Net. Oh! I can't ſpeak for paſſion !' 
La. Gent. I'm amaz'd! What has he done, child? 
Miſs Vat. The moſt provoking, impudent thing that 
ever was offer'd to a young creature ſure: Oh! oh! 
Mrs. Con. [ 4fde.) This muſt be ſome ſtrange thing 
indeed: For, if I don't miſtake, her young ladyſhip 
thinks herſelf old enough for moſt ſorts of impudence, 
that a man can offer to her. | 
La. Gent. Has he offer'd any love, or rudeneſs to you! 
Miſs Nor. O worſe! worſe! a thouſand times. 
Mrs. Con. Worſe! What can that be, child? un- 
tefs it be, that he has not made love to her? [Ad. 
Miſs Not. O! madam! 'tis not myſelf alone, but 
your ladyſhip and Mrs. Conguef# too, that are affronted. 
Mrs. Cox. Am I in? But it's no novelty to me 
F have ſo far the better of both of you, I am us'd to 
his impudence, and know how to bear it. . 
La. Gent. I am amaz'd! Pray let's hear, child. 
Miſs Not. O! I could tear his fleſh, for having ſuch 


a thought of me, 


La, Gent, What thought, my dear? | 5 
a Miſs 


— 


— 
— —— 
— 
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thinks. 


| | 4 
60 The Ledy's laſt Hale; Or, 
Miss Not, OI madam! cou'd any thing, but the great. 
e& villain upon earth, think to make me a procureſs ! 
La. Gent. Child! you ſtartle me! 
Mis Net. Or any mortal, but from a moſt 128 
E of the moſt provoking vanity ; nourith but the 
eaſt living hope againſt your ladyſhip's virtue ! 
La. Cent. How, child ! | | 
Mifs Wat. Or any monſter, but the moſt wagrazeful, 
maſt audacious of mankind propoſe too, that I ſhou'd 
diſcover his odtous inclinations to your lady ſhip, before 
the face of one who innocently loves him: O! I am 


paſt patience—I think I do it bravely. Aldi. 


| | [Walks in diſorder. 

La. Gent. I am all confuſion ! 

Mrs. Con. [ Aſide.] If this girl's paſſion is not all an air, 
and his own contrivance, then will I be bound to endure 
the ſucceſs of it. | 8 

La. Gent. His inclination! and to me! and yet 
propos d, that you ſhou'd diſcover it before Mrs. Congueft 
-_ To glory in ſuch inſolence ! This ſeems a contra» 

iction. | 

Miſs Not. Or elſe, ſaid he, twould never be believed; 
for Nn the idle reputation of liking one, I am ob- 
liged that both ſhould know it, that ſhe | really love may 
fee I'm whoily free from any ſormer paſſion. i 

Mrs. Cam. This lye muſt be his own, by the extremiiy 
of its impudence. „ [Alide. 
La. Gent. But when he us'd my name, child, why 
were you not ſhock'd at firſt? Why did not you leave 
him to tell bis idle ſtory to the wind ? | 

. Miſs Not. O madam ! that was what betray'd me into 
bearing him: For when he firſt began, he named no 
names ; that he reſerv'd till laſt, till he had told me all, 


to elinch the ſecret with. 


La. Gent, But, pray, child, how did he begin it ? what 
was his manner of firſt attempting you? | 
Mrs. Cay. Her ladyſhip grows a little ane we 
| bl] Ale. 
Miſs Vor. O! with all the ſubtle ſoftneſs that — 
humble love inſpir d: Then of a ſudden, roufing from 
his fear, he gave himſelf ſuch an animated air of conſi- 
dence, threw back his wig, and cry'd aloud, 


+ 


Zu. 
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But why ſhould ſhe aſham'd or angry be, 
To be belou'd by meP 5 
Mrs. Con. What do you think of his modeſty now, 
madam ? | 
La. Gent. I am amaz'd, indeed. a 
Miſs Vot. Then he turn'd to me, preſs'd me by the 
hand, and, kneeling, begg'd my friendſhip, and threw 


into my lap ſuch untold heaps of gold, forc'd upon my 


finger too a ſparkling diamond, I thought muſt beggar 
a to | vogue — ut when Wer. im cloſe — — 
ent with offering me a letter to give your lady- 
Rip while Mrs. Conpuet was by I ſtarted up, and 
told him, yes, my lord, I'll do your errand, but with- 
out your letter, in another manner than your infamous 
principles have propos'd it; my lady ſhall know your 
paſſion, but know it, as I do, to avoid, to loath, and 
ſcorn you for ſuch a villainous thought. While I was 
ſaying this, I threw his filthy gold upon the floor, his 
letter into the fire, his diamond out of the window, and 
left him to gather em up as he pleas*d, without expect- 
ing an anſwer. | | 3 4 
Gent. Sure! *tis impoſſible a man ſhould wear a 


face, that cou'd ſo ſtedfaſtly belye his heart. 


Miſs Nez. So I was reſolv'd to tell your ladyſhip- 
Beſides, I thought it proper Mrs. Congueft — 
his brutality to her too. FS 
Mrs. Con. O! Iam mighnly oblig'd to you, my dear, 
but I knew him before. 
Miſs Vor. [4/i4e] Ha! How affeQedly indifferent th 
vain thing 1s? Io te 
La. Gert. My dear, I'm at a loſs how far to doubt, or 
to believe this folly of him. Pray adviſe me. 
| N | [To Mrs. Con. 
Mrs. Con. If your ladyſhip wou'd take my opinion, 
I'd be entirely eaſy, I'd neither doubt nor believe any 
thing of the matter, till I had it confirmed from his own 
behaviour. 1 1 o2y 5 T5%39 
Miſs Nor. [4/ide] I can't bear this—ſhe ſhawt be ſo 
eaſy— I'll tell her the whole truth of his addreſſing to me, 


but Pl humble her. | | 


La. Gent. Now, you know, he was to be here with 


other company at cards to-night, but if youll do _ 


——— — — "4 : 2 
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the favour to fit with me, I'll keep my chamber, ſay 
_ 1 -5-H\y and fee no company at all — What 
Mrs. Con. I think it won't be worth that trouble, ma. 


L 


dam. 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the company is come. 

La. Gent. Is my lord George there ? 

Serv. Yes, madam. | 

La. Gent. What ſhall we do now? 

Mrs. Cox. By all means go and receive him among 
the reſt, as you us'd to do, and take no notice of any 
thing [11 wait opon your ladyſhip in two mi- 
nutes. | 
La. Gerd. If you don't, I ſhall certainly betray myſelf, 
PI come and fetch you. yn Lady Gent. 

Mrs. Cen. As you pleaſe, madam—1 have obſerv'd a 
thoughtſul ſmile upon this girl's face, that makes me 
Fancy her ſeeret is but half out yet——If I gueſs right, 
PI e'en pique her little pride till the tells me, for I know 
the chit does not care for me. [ Hear. 

Mi Net. Oh! Mrs. Vanity, a little upon the hum- 


drum at laſt, I fee, I'll make her fob before I have done 


with Ber Mrs. Ceo:guef, you ſeem a little con- 
cern'd about this matter; now, if I were you, I'd take 
no manner of notice of it, he ſhou'd not have the pride 
to think twias in his power to give me a moment's unea- 


ſineſs. 


_ - Mrs, Can. My dear, you adviſe me very well, but, 


upon my word, I'm not uneaſy. 


| Miſs Not. Pooh! That's ſuch a jeſt! as if you did 


not love my lord | 
Mrs. Cox. Did he ever tell you I did? x 
Miſs Nor. Tell me!. No: — Zut ons ſees that well 


enough 1 
Coz. Why then if I do love him, child, you may 


_- Mrs. 
depend upon't, it's only from the aſſurances I have of bis 
Joving me only. | EN I 
Maiy Ave. But fince you ſee (as the world will too, in 
a little time) how falſe theſe aſſurances are, had nat you 
better ſeem to leave him, than lie under the ſcandal of 


* 


w ” 


Mrs. Con. No, child; I'll ſtill keep up my pretenſions, 
if it be only to hinder other vain creatures from comiag 
into hopes of him: for I know, were I once to own 
myſelf diſengag'd, then every impertinent coquet in 
town would be giving airs to him. 

Miſs Not Was ever any thing fo flupidly vain? 
Aide] Lard ! madam, you have a mighty opinion of 
your perfections ſure, to think it impoſſible a man can 
be falſe to you: Some women would ha' been a 
of the houſe, by this time, if they had only heard of 
their _ 22 A my another You 
are ſtrangely happy ſure, when owning a paſſion to 
x _— before your face, can*t make you uneafy, 

eh! heh: 

Mrs. Con. Methinks, child, my want of jealouſy 
from what you've ſaid, gives you a little uneafineſs— 
I ſhould be loth to think this idle way of raillery has 
taught you to think of love ſo ſoon! |. | 

Miſs Net. So ſoon ! I ſuppoſe, madam, if I had the 
forwardneſs of your ladyſhip*s inclination, I might pro- 
duce as good proofs of his paſſion for me, as you can of 
his conſtancy to you. 


Min. Con. $0.1 he's r 
reſt ont. L 


His paſſion to thee, love, that were impoffible, have a 
aſhion for any thing ſo uncapable to conceive ii 
Why love's a thing you won*t be fit to think of theſe 
two years. : | 

Miſs Not. Not think of it! I'd have you to know, 
madam, there are men in the world that think me as 
ht for a lover as your ladyſhip. "Ip 
Mrs. Con. So ! now it's coming. ＋ 
.aMiſs Not And however unfit you think me, madam, 
Id adviſe you next time any man*s idle raillery flatters 
you into a paſſion for him, don*t let him know it, I 
fy, don*t let me know it, for fear my unfitneſs ſhould 
deceive your vanity, by taking him from you 
Not think of it! hall live to ſee you burſt 
with envy, madam, Do you obſerve me? Burſt ! 
burſt Not think of it! | 9 

Mrs. Con. Nay, now I am convinced — This paſſion, 
I dare ſwear, is real- He has certainly ſaid ſome. 
x | | civil 


— — — —— — 2 — — > 
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civil thing to thee, before he was aware but for 
what you faid of him, juſt now, to my lady Gentle, my 
Pretty one | | 

Miſs Not: Pretty one! — Pray madam! Tho' I'm 
ſorry I can't ſay the ſame of your ladyſhip. 

Mrs. Cox. I ſay all your late ſobbing, and pretending 


to throw gold about the room, and diamonds out of the 


window, and all that ſtuff, my honey, I am now con- 
firm'd was all, from firſt to laſt, the pretty fiction of 


thy own little pride and jealouſy, only to have the eaſe 


of giving me pain from his ſuppos'd forſaking me. 
Miſs Vor. Ha! ha! ha! I am glad to ſee your vani- 
ty ſo ſwell'd, madam, but ſince J find 'tis your diſeaſe, 
III be your friend for once, and work your cure by 
burſting it: Know then you've gueſs'd a truth that has 
undone you: the part I've ated of his pretended paſ. 
ſion to another, was, as you ſaid indeed, a fiction all, 
and only play'd to give my pride the diverſion of hi 
owning to your face, how little he regards you. But 
know the fatal face to which you owe your ruin, was 
not my lady Genz/e's (that was my own invention) but 
mine ; not her, nor you, but me, and me alone he loyes 
Theſe poor unfit features have ſeduced him from 
vou And now let all the world (that ſees how 
barbarouſly your vanity, or mine, has miſtaken idle rail- 


lery for love) judge who's moſt fit to think of it. [ Exit. 


Mrs. Con. Now the myſtery is unfolded O! this 
ſubtle devil ! how artfully has he fool'd this forward 
irl to his aſſiſtance Well! there's ſomething in the 
arefaced exceſs of his aſſurance that makes me ſmile: 
I'm loth to ſay he's impudent, but he has an undaunted 
modeſty that's certain, and for that very one quality 
*twill be worth my while not truſt to him even with my 
lady Gentle—————*) Sir . e 
Fi Exter Sir Friendly Moral. 
Sir Fr. So, child, how ſtand affairs now? Any freſh 
diſcovery? 1 | 
Mrs. Coz. Only a trifling confirmation or two, Sir, 


of what we ſuſpected before Therefore what we 


do muſt be done quickly Have you conſider'd 
what I A ett Sir ? 
n 


Sir Fr. In troth 'tis a wild thought, but you have a 


wild 
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wild ſpark to deal with, and for aught I know, his own 
ſnares may be likelieſt to hold him. Only take this ge- 
neral caution with you, that the warmth of your under- 
taking don't carry you into any action, that the diſcretion 
of your ſex can't anſwer. | 

— Con. Fear not, Sir, I know my man, and know 
myſelf. 85 | 

Sir Fr. Then here's your letter writ, and ſealed, as you 
directed. 3 | 

Mrs. Con. And here comes my lady, twill be now a fit 
occaſion to make uſe of it. 

Sir Fr. I'll leave you then. | 

Mrs. Con. When J have done with her, Sir, I would 
conſult you farther. | | ; 

Sir Fr. I'll expect you in my chamber. | 
ER [Exit Sir Friendly: 

5 Enter Lady Gentle. | 

La. Gent. Ochild, I'm glad I have found you. 

Mrs. Con. What's the matter, madam ? + 

La. Gent. I think I never was more provok'd in my life. 

Mrs. Con. Any thing from my lord George? | 

La. Gent. Yes———ſomething that makes me ſhudder 
at the thought. | | | Wh 

Mrs. Con. Bleſs me! 3 

La. Gent. Something ſo groſly inſolent in the over re- 
ſpectfulneſs of his behaviour, ſuch an affected awe when 
he but ſpeaks to me, ſomething that ſhews within his 
heart ſo vain, ſo arrogant a hope; it more provokes me 
than all the aukward follies of a bare-fac'd impudence : 
And ſince I find he ſecretly preſumes upon my knowing 
his odious ſecret, 'twill be therefore but equal juſtice to 
myſelf and you, to cruſh his idle hopes at once : For 
not to check, is to encourage 'em: And when once a 
woman's known to be followd, let her Virtue never be 
ſo fam'd, or fortified, the good-natur'd town always 
conclude the lover ſucceſsful. 0 
Mrs. Con. You did not ſeem to underſtand his beha- 
viour ? $9, TE 

La. Gent. I can't tell whether he underſtood me, or 
no; but I cou'd not help faying in a very grave manner, 
that whatever ſtrait I put myſelf to, his 10007, ſhou'd 
certainly be paid him next week. 5 

Mrs. Con. And how did _ take it? 


1 


— 


— — —— 


— 
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La. Gent. O! He is not to be put out of countenance, 
that I ſee, for he prefs'd me with a world; of eaſy civi- 


- lity, not to give myſelf the leaſt concern; for if I Ppleas'd, 
he wou'd immediately give me a very fair chance to pay. 


him without ever drawing a line for it. 
Mrs. Con. A fair chance! What was it? 
La Gent. Why, he offer'd me indeed at piequet ſuch 
odds, as IJ am ſure he is not able to give me; for count 
Tailly, who ſtood by, thought it ſo conſiderable an ad- 
vantage, that he begg'd he might go my halves, or what 
part of the —_ I pleas'd. 2 | | 
Mrs. Con. Well — 
ſomething —— She muſt play with him ———— for 
poſitively there's no other way of ſeeing a quick end of 
his hopes, or my WW. 77 
La. Gent. The extravagance of his offer I confeſs 
frirpriz'd me, ſo I only told him, I'd conſider on't, and 
came to you for advice. | 
Mrs. Con. Then. certainly, madam, take him at his 
word; and fince you know his diſhoneſt end, in offering 


ſuch an advanta e, ev'n make, uſe ont, and let his very 
baſeneſs puniſh it ſelt. V 


a. Gent. As how? | 3 
Mrs. Con. Look e the beſt way to diſappoint his 
hopes is firſt to raiſe em Go to him this minute 
—C for cards — and put on all the coquet 
airs imaginable : Smile at his reſpect, and glance him 


out of his affected modeſty, By this means you will 
Tertataly encourage his vanity, not only to the gallantry 


of letting you win your money again, but more than pro- 
bably of Ioſing his own to you. Nr ct 
La. Gent. I vow you tempt me ſtrangely — I diſlike 


nothing, but tboſe airs you ſpeak of, I ſhall do it ſo auk- 


Wardlyo_ 5 TO . 
Mrs. Con. Pooh ! I warrant you, truſt to Nature; it's 


nothing, one cannot ſet one's hair in a glaſs without em 
I it were not a ſure card, you can't think ld ad- 


viſe you to play it, for my own fake. 


La. Gent. That, indeed leayes me nothing to ſay 


Well, upon your encouragement, I will venture, and 
the very moment J get home the ſum J am out to him, 


III throw up my cards, and fairly tell him, I know when 


tis time to give over. 1125 | 7 
. 3 e 


ſaid, count —— his may come to 
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Mrs. Con. Admir able! „0 
La. Gent. Nay, and becauſe T don't think T owe him 
the regard of declaring it myſelf, PII go down into Suſſex 
to morrow morning, and leave you, if you think fit, to 
tell him the occaſion. | | - 

Mrs. Con. No, madam, to let your ladyſhip ſee I think 
every thing as entirely ſafe under your difcretion, as my 
own, J am reſolved to go out of town this moment. 

La. Gent. What do you mean? 47 

Mrs. Con. I have re eiv'd a letter here from my Bro- 
ther Sir John, my twin-brother, madam, whom have 
not ſeen theſe nine Years ; he arrived but laſt night from 
Italy, to take poſſeſſion of his eftate, he's now at his houſe 
in Eſſex, and a little indiſpos'd after his voyage, he has 
ſent his coach, and begs, if poffible, I would be with him 
to-n12Ht. h | 48 VNU'Vn't OP] 
| 1 Gone To-night ! Impoſſibfe! Go as early in the 


£58 44a > 


ou go. . E 
7 Ms Con. I have juſt a moment's bufineſs with Sir 
Friendly, and then III wait upon your Tadyſhip. -_ 

— ̃ wn 
Well, there ſhe goes How ſhe will come off I can't tell. 
The good Woman, I dare ſwear, is truly innocent in her 
intentions, but good locking after, I fancy, can do her 
no injury: For virtue, tho' ſhe's of a noble ſpirit, and a 
great conqueror, tis true; yet, as ſhe's ſtout, alas! we 
know the's mercify}, and when fly humility and nature 
kneel hepeleff ta her 'unqueſtion'd power, they Took ſo 
pitiful, ſpeak in ſuch a gentle tone, and ſigh their griefs 
with ſuch ſubmiſſion, that cruel virtue/loſes «Hits anger 
for ' compaſſion ——— Compaſſion kindles hope, hope 
arms aſſurance, and'then—Tho' virtue may have courage 
enough to give a ſtout knock with her heel, for ſomebody 
to come in—ſtill, I ſay, if ſomebody ſhould come in 
twou'd be ungrateful in any woman alive not to allow, 
that good attendance ſometimes may do her virtue conſi- 
, £7 5745, O45 LOG 
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-mediately, .: |; 


68 'The Lady's laſt Stake: Or, 


5 . of { 

ACT V. The SCE N E continues ben 

| | ſole 

| Enter Lord George, and Miſs Notable. cou 
Miſs Not. CO when J found that would not take down 

her vanity, I e'en told her the whole truth 1 

of the matter, that it was not my lady Gentle, but her the 

humble ſeryant was her rival. | | 


Ld. Geo. Well faid : What did Mrs. Conqueſt ſay upon do 
that? 5 | | 
Miſs Not. She did not ſay much, but the poor ſoul:fl 1 
gone out of town upon't. . 5 
Id. Geo. Out of town at this time of night! What try 


d'ye mean? 5 ene 
Miſs Not. Juſt as I ſay, Sir —her brother, it ſeems, Id 
is come from travel, ſo the fulneſs of her Stomach laid f 


hold on that occaſion, and The pretends ſhe's gone to co! 
meet him Now what I expeQ from you is this; ſince! I litt 
ſee nathing but demonſtration will heartily humble ber la- 
dyſhip, you ſhall confeſs all I told her of your addreſſing MW fol 


to me, under your own hand, in a billet to me, which IH va 


cloſe in a ſtinging letter from myſelf to her, and ſend i 
immediately. | | | ve 
Id Geo. So, ſo, I am like to be drawn into a fine bu - ¶ pu 
ſineſs here: The jeſt muſt not go ſo ſar neither: The no 
child has a ſtrange vivacity in her good nature———— be 
Tor i a0 3 amen li edt wan (. (Aud. eo 
Miſs Not. You pauſe upon't————— 
Ld. G-o. Well, madam, to let you ſee I ſcorn to pro- he 


ſeſs more than I'll ſtand to, do you draw up the letter to 


your mind, I'll copy, it, 'and—and—and—and, put the I th 
change u on . vii f 48 5 * 1 enn i (Afede. vi 
| Mis Not., Ay, now you fay ſomethipg, Pl about it in- . 


+ 


Id. Geo. Do fo, Ill ſtay here till you have done it? 


(Exit miſs 'Not.) Who ſays I am not a provident lover! I 


For now by that time my harveſt of lady Genile is over, de 
the early inclination I have ſown) in this girl will be juſt 
ripe and ready for the ſickle A true woman's. man I y. 


mould breed his miſtreſſes, as an old what-d'ye-call um y. 
does young girls in a play-houſe, one under another, that 
he may have always ſomething fit for. ſha; cole c 
The hy | = = 


. — 


.can * a Woman, is to aſk the leaft - avour o 
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of ſeveral perſons of quality ut here comes my lady 
Gentle: Aſſurance, ſtand faſt, and don't let the in- 
ſolent awe of a fine woman's. virtue ei thee out of 


countenance. ; 
— Enter lens Gentle. By, 
La. Gent. Come, come, my lord, where do you run? 


the cards ſtay for you. 
Ld. Geo. I did not know your ladyſhip had reſol vd to 
do me the honour of accepting. the match I propos'd 


Ta La. Gent. O your ſervant, grave — have a 
mind to be off on't, I ſuppoſe but as mere a coun- 
try gentle woman as you think me, you'll find I am 
enough in the mode not to refuſe a good offer, whether 
I deſerve it or no. 


Ld. Geo. Coquet by all that's lovely. 6 muſt 
confeſs, madam, I ſhould be glad to ſee your Jadyſhip a 


little better reconcil'd to the diverſions in faſhion. 


Ld. Gent. And if [ have any ſkill in faces, whatever 
ſolemn airs you give — no body is more a pri- 
vate friend to them than your lordſhip. 

La. Geo: I can't diſown a. ſecret. tenderneſs for e- 
very thing that ought to move the heart, but re- 
putation ſhould be always ſacred : and he that does 
not take ſome care of. his own, can never hope to 
be truſted with other People's: for were a woman of 
condition, .generouſly to make that truſt, hat conſe- 
quence on earth could be more terrible 0 her, than 
her lover's expoſing. the ſecret : 

La. Gent. Very modiſh morals upon my word, ſo 
that a prudent regard to her reputation, is all the 
virtue you think a woman has occaſion. for=——Fie, he! 
Il ſwear, my- lord, I took vou for quite another 
man. 

Ld. Geo. I neyer was F in your ladyſhip, 
I always took you for a woman of the quickett un- 
derſtanding. | 

La. Gent. Are not you a wicked Creature > Hoe can 


you have the Aſſurance to think any Woman that knows 


you, will de commonly civil to vou? 
Ld.:Geo. I do think the moſt impudent Thing a Man 
Tier be- 
e ere 
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fore he has done ſomething to deſerve it; and fo, if yon 
pleaſe, Madam, we'll e'en 1 down to Picqnet, and make 
ap end of our Argument aſterwardes. | 
La. Gent. (Afide) How blind is vanity? that this 
wretch can't ſee I fool him all this while? well, my 
lord, for once I won't baulk your gallantry. (Enter Sir 
Friendly,) Come, fir Friendly, my lord and I are going 
to picquet, have you a mind to look on a little? 
ir Fr. Troth, Madam, I have often look'd on, and 
have as often wondered, to ſee two very good friends fit 
fairly down, and in cool blood, agree to with one ano- 
ther heartily inconventenc'd in their fortune. 
Ld. Gee. O fie ! Nunele, that's driving the conſequence 
too far. e Sh "WD 
Sir Fr. Not a jo. and 'tis amazing, that fo 
many good families thou'd daily encourage a diverſion, 
whoſe utmoſt pleaſure is founded upon avarice and ill 
nature : for thoſe are always the ſecret principles of deep 
pla i | ; | ; : ; 
© il Re-enter Miſs, and winks to Ld. George. 
Ld. Geo. I'll wait upon your ladyſhip in a moment. 
. » 4 | (Exit. 
La. .Cent. I don't know, play is a diverſion that al- 
ways keeps the ſpirits awake, methinks, whether one wins 


or loſes. : 
Sir Fr. I have very little to ſay againſt a moderate uſe 
of it but we grow ſerious pray, ma- 


dam, is my lady Wronglove in the next room? 


La. Gent, 1 left her there, ſhe was enquiring fox you 
— re the is. 


Enter Lady Wronglove. | 
La. Gent. Well, madam, what are they doing within? 
La. Wrong. There's like to be no bank, I find they are 
all broke into ombre or picquet. 8 
Ea. Gent. Vour ladyſhip is not for play then? 
La. Wrong: Not yet, madam ; I have a word or two 
with Sir Friendly, and I'll endeavour to wait on your la- 


dyſhip. | K 
llnlter a Servant. 588 

- . Ser. Madam, here's Sir n Conqueſt juſt come to 
© town, he enquires for your ladyſhip, or Sir Friendly Moral. 
La. Cent. Sir Jobn, what a miſtake has poor -Mrs. Con- 
que? made now ? ſhe went but an hour ago to meet him. 


Sir 
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Sir Fr. Will your ladyſhip give me leave to wait on 
him ? | | 
La. Gent. If you pleaſe to give yourſelf that trouble, 
Sir Friendly ; pray deſire him to walk in. (Exit Sir 
Friendly.) Is my lord Wronglove come, madam? 
La. Mrong. He ſaid he would be here; but you muſt 
not expect him the more for that. ; 
La. Gent. He does not much ſtand upon forms, indeed; 
but he's extremely good humour'd, when one has him. 
La, Wrong. How can people taſte good humour, where 
there's no principle ? | 7 
La. Gent. And what dull company wou'd the ſtricteſt 
principles be without good humour ? 
La. Wrong. And yet the beſt temper's but a cheat with- 
out 'em. p | 
La. Gent. He muſt be a man indeed that lives without 
2 fault: but there are ſome, that 'tis always a womarrs 
intereſt to overlook in a huſband : our frowns may go- 
vern lovers, but huſbands muſt be ſmil'd on. 
La. Wrong. I ſhou'd deſpiſe the Man that muſt be flat- 
ter'd to be juſt. P 
La. Gent. Alas! the Price is very little, and let me tell 
you, madam, the man that's juſt is not to be deſpis d. 
La. Wrong. He that lives in a profeſs'd Contempt of 
obligations, can never be beloy'd—'tis better to releaſe 
'em : you'll ſhortly ſee me eaſy. 
La. Gent. I ſhall ever with you ſo. 


Enter Sir Friendly, .with Mrs. Conqueſt, in Man's Habit. 


Sir Fr. This, Sir, is my lady Gentle. [T hey ;ſalute. 

La. Gent. You are welcome into England, Sir. 4 
Enter Lord George, who ſeeing Mrs. Conqueſt, whiſpers- 

Sir Friendly. 

Mr. Cen. I hope your ladyſhip will excuſe my unſea- 
ſonable Viſit, but ] rather.choſe to be-troubleſome, than 
flow. in the acknowledgments I owe to your ladyſhip for 
your many favours to my lifter. | 

La. Gent, Mrs. Conqueſt and her friends are always wel- 
come to me ————. my lady. Wronglove, pray, know 
Sir Joſin / 


Sir Fr. My. lord George, and Sir John, will you give 
me leave to recommend a friendthip- between you? 
Ld Geo. Sir, I ſhall be proud to embrace it. > 
Mrs. Con. Twill be a charity in a man of your Hows 
a Ip's 


Was. et oo nw Or opens — . ew 


- — 
— 
— —— . — 


ſhip's figure to 
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give a raw young fellow a little coun. 
tenance at his firſt arrival. , 

Ld. Geo. Your appearance, fir, Jam confident; will-ne- 
ver want a friendihip among the men of taſte,” or the 
ladies. e een 

Sir Fr. This young lady, fir 7%n, is a near relation 
of mine; and if you have not left your heart abroad, wil 
Me it here, as far as e er a ſouthern beauty of em 
all. NE 
Mrs. Con. If the lady's good nature were equal to her 
beauty, 'twou'd be diſpos'd this minute. £ | 
L. Geo. Faith, he's a pretty fellow. | 

Miſs Not. A ſweet creature! | ( Aid. 
La. Wrong. He's extremely like his ſiſter. 

La. Gent. The very image of her. | 

Mrs. Con. We were both made at the ſame time, ladies 


T only with ſhe had been born to breeches too: for I fan- 
ey that wild humour of her's is diſmally put to't under the 


confinement . of petticoats. (Lady Wrong goes 1 
| . 5 | Sir Friendly, 
La. Gent. I find, fir Jon, you are twins in your good 
humour, as well as your perſons. 

Mrs. Con. We always took a liberty with one another, 


madam, tho' I believe the girl may be honeſt at the bot- 


f tom. 1 


Ld. Geo. Methinks you loſe time with the young la- 
dy, fir Jon. ([ Alidl. 


Mrs. Cen. To tell you the truth, my lord. I find my 
ſelf a little too ſharp ſet for a formal gallantry; I have 


had a tedious voyage, and wou'd be as glad of a ſmall re- 


commendation to any humble extempore favour. 


Ld. Geo. Faith, I am a little out of. 


gentle- 


women, myſelf at preſent: but if your occaſions are not 


very preſſing, IIl put you out of a deſpairing condition. 
Il carry you behind the ſcenes, and there are la- 


dies of all ſorts, coquets, prudes, and virgins (they fay) 
ſerious and comical, vocal: -and inſtrumental. 


Mrs. Con. We thall-find a time, my lord. 
Miſs Not. I muſt have a friendſhip with him, that's 
Let me ſee—————ay, that will do it what 

a dear pleaſure tis, be in what company one will, to have 
all the young fellows: particular. „ (ide 


78. 
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Mrs. Con, ¶ To lady Gent.) I am afraid, madam, we in- 
terrupt the diverſion of the good company ; I heard cards 
call'd for as we came in. | | 

La. Gen. If you pleaſe then, fir Jon, we'll ſtep 
into the next room my lady Wronglove, we'll expect 
you. . ( Exunt all but Lady Wrong, 
ki | and Sir Friendly. 

La. Wrong. I'll wait upon your lady ſhip. f 


Sir Fr. I am ſorry, madam, to find the miſunderſtand- 


ing carried to ſuch extremities. | 
12 Wrong. After ſuch uſage 'tis impoſſible to lin 
with him. | | | 
Sir Fr. And have you in your calmer thoughts e'er 


weighed the miſerable conſequence of parting ? 


La. Wrong. Iwill ſhew the world, at leaft, I am 
not like the world ; but ſcorn on any terms t'endure the 
man that wrongs me. Since too he ſtill perſiſts in his 
defiance of my reſentment, what remedy on earth have 1 
but parting f- | | 

Sir Fr. Is there no cure for wounds but bleeding dead? 
——- You'll ſay he has wrong'd you Grant i. 
that wrong has been ſeverely puniſh'd in your ſevere 
reſentment. : 

La. Wrong. But ſtill it has not cur'd the Wrong. 

Sir Fr. Then, certainly, twas wrong to uſe it. | 

La. Wrong. I have been reduc'd to uſe it: nor cou'd I 
bear the looſe, malicious fleering of the word, without a 
juſt reſentment upon him. 

Sir Fr. Nor wou'd I have you bear it 


QQ — 


but diſappoint their empty faſhionable malice, cloſe up 
this unprofitable breach, tis ſtill within your power, and 


fix him. ſtil} more firmly yours. 
La. Wrong. Alas, 'tis now too late! we have agreed 
on other terms, he too, at laſt, is willing we ſhou'd part: 
Sir Fr. Bury that thought : come, come, there's yet a 
gentler cure, eou'd you ſuppreſs your temper to go 


through it: this raſh and fruitleſs ſtruggling with a broken 


limb gives you but more outrageous pain, inflames the 
wound, and brings your very life of peace in danger: 
think What a glorious conqueſt it wou'd be, ev'n in the 
face of the cenſorbus and inſulting world, to tame this 
wanderer, whole frail inconſtancy has ſought a 3 

| alſe 
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falſe belief abroad: to lure him home with ſoft affeQion, 

to lull him into bluthes, peace, and envied happineſs. One 
word, one tender look ſecures your triumph? is there 10 
virtue, think you, in remiſſion? nothing Perſuaſive 1 in the 
reproach of patient love? 

La. Wrong. I ſee to what your friendſhip wou'd per. 
ſuade me, bes: were it poſhble my flatter'd hopes coud 
loſe the memory of my wrongs for ever - fay] 
cou'd this moment huth my woman's pride to all the ten- 
derneſs of ſoft affection, cou'd figh, cou'd weep, and ear 
for reconcilement ! where cou'd a wrech unheeded in 
her wrongs like me, find ſhelter ? where is the friendly 
boſom wou'd receive me? how can I hope for comfort 
from that breaſt, that now I fear is hardened to 17 un- 
doing 7 

Sir Fr. Cherith that ſoftning thought, and all yet 
be well: O! there's a meritable goodneſs in thoſe fears 
that cannot fail to conquer. Do not ſuppoſe I can be par. 

tial to his errors, and not a friend to your complaints. 
Reſentment can but at beſt revenge, but never-redreſs 
dem. Repoſe them with a friend for once, and be affurd, 
as of my honeſty, I'll make you no diſhonourable peace. 
La. Wrong. I don't doubt of your ſincere endeavours. 
But who can anſwer for ' another's merals ? think how 
much more miſerable yOu make me, op d he infult up- 

on my patience. e 

Sir Fr. By that Gheerity-you truſt i in, I ko him of a 
ſofter nature, friendly, generous, and tender ; only to 

-oppoſitton VERY cool ; z to gentleneſs, ſubmiſſive as 
a lover. 4 

La. Wrong. Do what you will with me. (si, 
Aon aveeping. 

Sir Fr. He comes! be comſoned ! * I my 

e enn 


1 Ld. 1 ee REST 
— lord, 1 grieve to ſee you here on this Soest. 


Weong. m not myſe lf tranſported at it, ſir ee | 


7 — come robey my ſummons. 
Sir Fr. How eaſi ly we pay obedience to our vimesz was 
it well done, my lord, to — the weakneſs of a woman 
to: _ what you knew'was her —— a mind, which 
8 your 
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your unkindneſs had diſtemper d, deſery'd a tenderer care 
han reaching it a corroſive for a cordial. Vour judg- 
ent cou'd not but foreſee the reſolution of a love-fick 


ife ſtagger in the ſhock of ſeparation, _ | 
Ld. Wrong. Ha ! La. Wrong. /aveeping.] 
Sir Fr. Look there; and while thoſe ſoftning tears 
reproach 7 think on the long watch'd, reſtleſs hours, 
ſhe already has endur'd from your miſdoing: nor cou'd 
you blame her, if in the. torturing 1375 the thought her 
only help was cutting off th infected 
earn Ito hold the horrid knife prepar/d, while your hard heart 
ed in was conſcious of a gentler cure, was cruelty beyond a 
ndly Mhuman nature. | x7 . et 
nfon i Ld. Wrongs Miſtake me not: I need not theſe reproa- 
un- Mehes, to be juſt. I never ſought this ſeparation, never 
Nvich'd it, and when it can be prov'd unkind in me to ac- 
yet cept it, my ruin ſhou'd as ſoon be welcome. And tho? 
ears perhaps my negligence of temper, may have ſtood the 
Par- Nfrowns of love unmov'd, yet I can find no guard within, 
nts. ¶ can ſupport me againſt its tears. Iees 0 
; Lady Wronglove.] 

rd, W Sir Fr. Now, my lord, you are indeed a man. 
ce. W Ld. Wrong. Welcome or not, I cannot ſee you thus, 
urs. madam, without an offer'd hand to raiſe you. hat 1s't 
ow diſturbs you? | | 
up- La. Wrong. Nothing. | 7 

Ld. Wrong. If 1 can never more deſerve; the ſoft re- 
f ception of a lover, give me at leaſt the honeſt freedom 
to Wof a friend's concern, to wiſh you well, to ſearch your 
as ¶ inmoſt griefs and ſhare em. . 
1 La. Wrong. I cannot ſpeak to you. 0 
Sir Fr. My lord, that tender ſilence tells you all. 
8. Ld. Wrong. Too much indeed for ſenſe of ſhame to 
ny bear now I ſhou'd bluſh ever to have deſery'd 
Ii theſe juſt reproachful tears; but when I think they ſpring, 


* 


from the diffolving rock of ſecret love, I triumph in the 


thought z and in this wild irruption of its joy, my parch- 
ing heart cou'd drink the cordial ex. 
„ La. #rong. What means this ſoft effuſion in my breaſt 
| an aching tenderneſs ne'er felt before!!! 
8 Ld. Wrong. J cannot bear that melting eloquence of 


5 


* 


r 
* 


imb: but you] you 


eye yet nearer, cloſer to my- heart, and live for 
| ever 


=, * e — 
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ever there thus blending our diſſolving ſouls in 
dumb inutterable ſoftneſs. _ 

Sir Fr. Age has not yet ſo drain'd me, but when I fee 
a tenderneſs in virtue's eye, my heart will ſoften, and its 
ſprings will flow. | . 

La. Wrong. Pity this new confuſion of my woman' 
heart, that wou'd (but knows not how) to make returns 
for this endearment ; that fears, yet wiſhes, that burns 
and bluſhes, with my ſex's ſhame in yielding. —Can you 
forgive, my lord, the late uncurb'd expreſſions of a diſ- 
order'd mind ?- But think they were my paſſion's 
fault, and pardon 'em. 

Ld. Wrong. O, never, never, let us think we ever 
diſagreed ! 8 our ſick love is heal'd, for ever be its 
could forgotten, and remov'd. 1 

La. Wrong. But let the kind phyſician that reſtor'd us, 
be for ever In our thanks remember'd. Had not his ten- 
der care obſerv'd the crifis of my diftemper'd mind, how 
raſhly had 1 ah gs out a wretched being? 

74 Ld. Wrong. This was indeed beyond a Ghote all 
a father's care. h h 

Sir Fr. My lord, what I have done your mutual peace 
has overpaid : I know you both had virtues, and was too 
far concern'd indeed to ſee em loſt in paſſion. 

Ld. Wrong. If heaven wou'd mark our bounds of hap- 
pineſs below, or human wiſdom were allow'd to chuſe 
from virtue's _ ſtore in joys, like ours, the needleſ; 
ſearch wou'd end. | | 

Sir Fr. In ſuch ſoft wives. e 

La. Wrong. — So kind a huſband. 

1d. Wrong. Such a friend. . (Exeunt, 


Enter Mrs. Conqueſt, and Miſs Notable. 


Mrs. Con. I'm all amazement, all rapture, madam! is' 
poſſible ſo fair and young a creature, can have ſo juſt, ſo 
exquiſite a ſenſe of love : 1 | 
Mliiſs Not. Why not? if. IJ have any ſenſe, tis natural 

to have our firſt views of happineſs from love. 
Mrs. Con. My little ſoul, you charm me! you have a 
mind to pique lord George, you R 710 
M.iſs Not. To a rapidity yet, methinks, not 
ſo much upon my own account, as yours: for his diſho- 
* a nourable 


5 
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conv! 
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more 
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nourable uſage, as I told you, of my ſiſter. And to 
convince you of my friendſhip—there's his own hand to 
accuſe him of it. Read it=——hold ! hold !-——here's 
my uncle - put it up. +0} | 8 

Mrs. Con. Can't I ſteal. into your room by and ” | 
Miſs Not. With all my heart- then I'll tell you 
more. 8 8 | (Exit Miſs Notable. 
Enter Sir Friendly. | 

Sir Fr. So, child, you are making way I ſee ; what have 
you got in your hand there? 

Mrs. Con. Why, young madam tells me, 'tis ſome- 
thing under my lord George's hand, that will convince 
me of his abuſing my ſiſter. 7 | 

Sir Fr. Pray read it. 2 

Mrs. Con. (Reads) To Mrs. Conqueſt. 
F you defign to make any ſtay in the country, "twill be 

ob iging to return the 2 you ſtole from me, it be- 
ing the only copy from the face of this globe to the ſhy, that 
is to be had for malice, ' or money. I am, dear madam, with 
all due extremity, moſt invincibly yours, 3 

| Ba1'LL1ANT. 


A very tender epiſtle truly. © 
Mrs. Con. I'm glad to find, however, he has good hu- 
mour enough not to let the little malice of that chit fool 
him, to affront me; which I find ſhe has been heartily 
driving at. | | | PEG 
Sir Fr. In troth, it ſhews ſome ſenſe of honour in him. 
Mrs. Con. Depend upon it, fir, he does not want it 
upon an honourable occaſion. | | 
Sir Fr. And 'twould be hard, indeed, not to make 
ſome allowances for youth. e HOI 
Mrs. Con. But if I am not even with her young lady- 
ſhip—— 270 9 
Sir Fr. I'm glad you have ſo innocent a rovengy 
in your hands; purſue your addreſſes to her; to make 
her coquetry' a little ridiculous will do her no harm. 
Well! how go affairs within? how is my lady Gentle 
like to come off with his Lordſhip at play ? 
Mrs. Con. Juſt as I expected: I left her in the laſt 
game of loſing about double the ſum ſhe owes him. That 
fellow, the Count, is certainly his confederate ; his go- 


ing 
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ing her halves, is only a pretence to look on, and fo, 
private ſigns, to teil my lord every card in her hand ? 
Sir Fr. —_ Emir ee to be done next?) 
Mrs. Con. Only, fir, do you engage the company till 
in the next room, while ns — Prod. | R. 
have done play heard the eable move away. 
Sir Fr. Succeſs to you (Exeunt ſeweralh. 


The SCENE opening diſcovers Lord George and 
| ENI riſing from play. : "y 


Ld. Geo. Have we done, madam ? | 


La. Gent. I have, my lord, and T think * e 
pleaſe to tell that. Intolerable fortune ! 


Ld. Geo. 'The count gone! f 


La. Gent. O yes, my lord! he had not patience, you 
ſee he run away when the game was ſcarce up. 

Ld. Geo. This bill is his then. | 

La. Gent. It was; but it's yours now, I ſuppoſe. 

Ld. Geo. Here's forty pound, madam. | 

La. Gent. There's a hundred and fixty. (Gives 4 
Bill.) What do I owe you now, my lord? 

Ld. Geo Forty A hundred and fixty——— 
um juſt oO. madam. | | | 
La. Gent. Very well —— And a 1oool. more 
borrowed this morning, and all fool'd away — 
fool'd ! ———fool'd away. (fretting 

Id. Geo. Oh ! does it bite? | 922 

La. Gent. O wretch! wretch! miſerable forſaken 
wretch !-—Ay! do! think! think! and figb upon the 
conſequence of what thou'ſt done ! the ruin ! ruin! the 
ſure ruin that's before thee ? | 

Ld. Geo. Suppoſe, madam, you try your fortune at 


ſome other game. 


La. Gent. Talk not of play————far I have done 
with it for ever. | | 

Ld. Geo. I can't ſee you, under this confuſion, at your 
il] fortune, madam, without offering all within my pow- 
er to make you eaſy. | „ 

La. Gent. My lord, I can't be eaſy under an obligaii- 
on, which I have no proſpect of returning. 


Lud. Geo. Come, come! you're not ſo poor, as your 


hard 


ou 
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hard fears wou'd make you. There are a thouſand 
trifles in your power to grant, that you wou'd never 
miſs ; yet a heart Jeſs ſenſible of your concern 
5 mine, wou'd prize beyond a tenfold value of your 
loſſes. | 

La. Gent. I'm poor in every thing but folly, and a 
juſt will to anſwer for its miſcarriages. On this, my 
ord, you may depend: I'll ſtrain my utmoſt to be juſt 
to YOu. 

14 Geo. Alas! you do not know the plenty na- 
ture has endow'd you with. There's not a tender figh 
that beaves that lovely bofom, but might, if giv'n in 
ſoft compaſſion to a lover's pain, releaſe you of the Indies, 
had you loſt em. Can you ſuppoſe, that ſordid avarice 
alone, has puſh'd my fortune to this height? was the 

oor lucre of a little pelf, worth all this wild extrava- 


gance of bazard I bave run? — Give it at leaſt a view 


more generous, tho' leſs ſucceſsful ; and think, that all 
Pve done was, in your greateſt need, to prove myſelf 
your firmeſt friend. | | 
La. Gent. My lord, twould now be affeQation not 
to underſtand you. But I'm concern'd, that you ſhou'd 
think that fortune ever cou'd reduce me, to ſtand the 
bearing of a diſhonourable thought from any man ; or, 
if I cou'd be won to folly, at leaſt I wou'd make a gift, 
and not a bargain of my heart: therefore, if the worſt 
muſt be, Fir own the ſum, and Sir William ſhall 
pay it on demand. | 
Ls. Goo. (Afede.) Shall he? I know what will be- 
come of your lady ſhip you may flounce, and run 
away with my line if you pleaſe, but you will find at the 
end of it a lovely bearded hook, that will ſtrangely per- 
ſuade you to come back 8 A debt of two 
thouſand pounds 1s not ſo eaſily ſlipt out of. | 
La. Gent. Now, my lord, if after all J have faid, you 
have honour enough to do a handſome thing, and not let 
him know of it. A ä | 
Ld. Geo. O! do you feel it, madam ? (afrde. 
La. Gent. Tis but being a better houſe-wife in pins; 


and if an hundred pounds a quarter of that will ſatisfy 


you till the whole's paid, 3 may depend upon't: a lit= 
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tle. more prudence, and a winter or two in the country, 

will ſoon recover it. een HOY I 25 
Ld. Geo. Preſs me not with ſo unkind a thought. To 


drive you from the town, ere you have ſcarce run through 


half the diverſions of it, wou'd be barbarous indeed, 
La. Gent. Wou'd J had never ſeen it. 1 
Ld. Gen. Since I ſee, madam, how much you dread 
an obligation to me, ſay I could find the means to free you 
of this debt, without my obliging you; Bay, without 
a eee of your lofing more: I wou'd e' en unthank'd 
relieve you. | ; % 208 CH 
La. Gent. That's a propoſal I can't comprehend, my 
lord. 5 | #33 i | 
Ld. Geo. I'll make it more engaging yet: for give 
but a promiſe, you'll weigh the offer, in one moment's 
thought, before you anſwer to it; and in return, by all 
my heart's laſt bleeding hopes, I ſwear, that een your 
refuſal then ſhall filence my offenſive love, and ſeal its 
lips for ever. R | 
La. Gent. I think, my lord, on that condition, I may 
ſafely hear you. © 5} | | 
Ld. Geo. Thus then I offer PII tailly to you on 
one fingle card, which if your fortune wins, the ſums you 
owe me then thall all be quit, and my offenſive hopes of 
love: be dumb for ever; if I win, thofe ſums ſhall be 
paid you back, with this reſerve, that I have then your 
ſilent leave to hope. N r 90 T9 
La. Gent. My lorc- 


Id. Geo. I beg you do not anſwer. yet=——— conſider 
firſt, this offer ſhuts out my very bumbleſt hope from me- 
rit, is Certain to recover all you've loft, with equal 
chance, to rid you of (I fear) a hateful lover, and but at 
worſt, makes it your avoidleſs fortune to endure him. 

La. Gent. A bold and artful ban, indeed. (Afede.) 
Id. Geo. I've done, and leave yos to the moment's 
1 paplerpay prodingd.0i0ic ff 0, 0! 255075 460105 987 

La. Gent. (Afide.) A certainty to quit the ſums Towe, 
a chance with it, to rid me of his aſſaulting love, a bleſt 
- deliverance indeed! But then the lot is equal too, of 
being oblig'd to give him hope, my ſecret, conſcious, 
leave to love=——that thought imbitters all again; 


tis horrid loathſome, and my diſeaſe leſs formidable 


than 


in ſpite of e Hold 


former friendly confiden 
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than ſuch a cure. Why do I hold it in a moment's 
thought? Be bold and tell him ſo; for while I pauſe, 


Ld. Geo. Ay! think a little better on't. Aſide. 

La. Gent. {Afide] To do it raſhly may incenſe him 
to my ruin: he has it in his power. He may de- 
mand my loſings of my huſband's honour ; who, tho? 
'twill make his fortune bleed to do't, I'm ſure will pay 
em. Two thouſand poupds, with what I've lately loſt, 
might {ſhock the meaſures of a larger income. What 
face muſt I appear with then? whoſe ſhameful conduct 


is the cauſe ont. The conſequence of that muſt, 


like an inward canker, feed upon our future quiet! His 
dence muſt wear a face of ſtrange- 
neſs to me: His eaſe of thought, his chearful ſmiles, 
with all the thouſand hoarded pleaſures of his indulgent 
love, are loſt: Then loft for ever! inſupportable di- 
lemma ! what will become of me! 

Ld. Geo. [Afde.] Ab! poor lady! it's a hard tug 
indeed; but by the grace of neceſſity, virtue may get 
Over in. ian! 1 1 IF TE 2 

La. Gent. [A4/ide.] If ſome women had this offer now, 
they'd make a trifle of the hazard e nay, even of their lo- 


ſing it. | | 
La. Geo. [Afide.] Well ſaid! take courage — 
there's nothing in't———1t's a good round ſum—— half 
ready money toc———-think of that———ſuppoſe I 
ſhou'd touch the cards a little. | 
La. Gent. [Afþde.} Hope! he hopes already from his 
offer: but then he offers me the means to kill it too ! ſap 
he ſhou'd win, he takes that hope but from his fortune, 
not my virtue! beſide——am I fo ſure to loſe? Ist in 
his fate, that he muſt ever win? why ſhan't I rather think 
that providence bas brought me to this ſtreſs, only to ſet 
my follies ee my view, — reaches _ at laſt, 
Its hand to ſaue and warn me on the precipice 2 


It muſt—it i— my flattering hope will have it ſo 


Impoſſible ſo critical a chance can loſe my fancy 


ſtrengthens on the thought, my heart grows bold, and 


bids me venture. 
Ed. Geo. Shall Ideal, madam? or 
H 3 La. 
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La. Gent. Quick, quickly then, and take me while my 


courage can 1 it (He 22 the cards) Forgive 
me, . if I this once NN on rr to reliere 


thee. q 
Ld: Geo. Then 8 Forc the bold —;; 
dealt — tis fix'd for one of us. ; 


La. Gent. There (8 ets upon the” Ni 
| Ld. Geo. The king 'tis —— 2 ng) 
(Lord Geo. taillies, and Lady Gent. bofes 
La. Gent. DiſtraQion———madneſs———mat- 
neſs only can relieve me now ! | 
| Ld. Geo. Soh! my venture is arrived at 7 WINS 


| now to unlade it. Theſe bills, madam, now are yours 


again (Lays them down.) 'But why this hard, unkind 
concern? be juſt at leaſt, and don't in theſe re luctant 
tears, drown all the humble hopes that fortune has be- 
queath'd me: or if they preſs too rude and ſudden for 


their welcome, chide em but T. z they're ſoft as 
1 


infant-wiſhes, one tender wor buſh them into 
whiſpers. 5 

La. Gent. Thus then wich — 888 jon, on my 
knees I beg for pity on my fortune ! O ſave me] ſave me 
from your cruel power: pity the hard diſtreſſes of 2 
trembling wretch whom folly has betray'd to ruin. O 
think not J can ever ſtain my virtue, and preſerve my 
ſenſes! for while I think, my ſhrinking heart will ſhud- 
der at the horror: this trembling hand will wither 
in your touch, or end me 'in' diſtraction. If you've 
a human ſoul, 0 yer be grout good, and ſave me from 
eternal ruin. 

Id. Geo. Theſe bu bear e. terrors. (Pray e 

La. Gent. O dover hr : — 

Ld. Geo. Which 2 —— nne, wou d candle; in 
a moment's juſt or generous thought: And ſince the 
right of fortune has decreed me hope, your word, your 
faith, Jon honour ſtands e e to pay 1 * — 


X82 Enters four Hunt wy a Later. 
Straw. Lady: 7 int ya « 
La. Gent. Ah! 
_ id. Geo, How now ! haf s the meaning of ii 
Stran. 
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Stran. I have ſworn to deliver this into your own 
hands, tho? I ſhou'd find you at 2 prayers. 

La. Gent. Who are vou, fir "+ 8 

Stran. No bod. 

La. Gent. —* 5.400; come you Ms om Td 

Stran. From no body———good . (Exit. 

Ld. Geo. Fire and furies I what a ridiculous inter- 
ruption ĩs this? Spot F 

La. Gent. I'm amaz'd. 

Ld. Geo. What ean it mean? 

La. Gent. Ha! what's here! 1 bills of two thou- 
ſand pounds! the very ſums 1 have loſt !———no ad- 


, p \ * u 


vice! not a line with em! no matter whenee they came, 


from no enemy, I'm ſure ; better owe em any where 
than here. 

Ld. Geo. I fancy, madam, the next room were 
WEremn 

La. Gent. No, my lord———our accounts now need 
no privacy —there's your two thouſand pounds. 

Ld.. Geo. What mean you, madam ? 

La. Gent. To be as. you would have me, juſt, and pay 
my debts of honour : for thoſe-that you demand againſt 
my honeur, by the known laws of play, are void: where 
honour cannot win, honour can never loſe. And now, 
my lord, tis time to leave my folly, and. its danger— 


fare you well. 
Ld. Geo. Hold, madam, our ſhort account is not made 


even yet : your tears indeed might fool me into pity, bur 


this unfair. defiance never can ſince you wou'd poorly. 
falſify your word, you've nothing but your ſex to guard 
you now, and all the. favour that you can hope is, that 
Pl] give your virtue its laſt excuſe, and force you to be 
zuſt. | 

La. Gent. Ah !. 


Enter Mrs. Conqueſt with her 1 * 


Mrs. Con. Hold, fir, unhand the lady.  - 


I'd. Geo. Death Pan | 195 (rome: 
Mrs. Con. My lord, this is no place to uſe our ſwords 
in ; this lady's preſence may ſheath em here without 
diſhonour. our * madam, for this rude * 
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which your protection, and my own injur'd honour have 


compell'd me to. 
Id. Geo. Let me adviſe you, fir, to have more regard 
to this lady's honour, than to ſuppoſe my being innocent. 
ly here at cards, was upon the leaſt ili thought againſt it, 
Mrs. Con. My lord, that's-anſwer'd, in owning I have 
overheard every word you have faid this half hour. 
Ld. Geo. The Devil! he loves her ſure! you are to 
be found, fir— q 
Mrs. Con. O my lord ! I ſhall not part with you ; but 
+ I have firſt a meſſage to you from my ſiſter, which you 
muſt anfwer inſtantly ; not but I know her pride contemns 
thebaſeneſs you have uſed her with; for which the'd think, 
perhaps, your diſappointment here an over-paid revenge 
but there's a jealous honour in our family, whoſe injuries 


are above the feeble ſpirit of a girl to puniſh, that lies on 


me to vindicate, and calls for warmer reparation——— 
Follow me. '' | . | 
La. Gent. Good fir=——— —my lord, I beg, for pity 
fake! compoſe this breach ſome milder way If 
blood thou'd follow on your going hence, what muſt the 


world report of me? my fame's undone for eve. 


let me intreat you, fir, be pacify'd, my lord will think 
of honourable means to right your ſiſter——my lord, for 


mercy's ſake—— 


Ld. Geo. Your pardon, madam, honour muſt be free, 


before it can _ compulſion ftains it into cowardice 


—— way 3 


I follow you. ; 
2 . kExeumt Lord George and Mrs. — 
La. Gent. O miſerable wretch! to what a ſure deſtruc- 


tion has thy folly brought thee ! 


Enter Sin Friendly Moral. ? 
Sir Fr. Dear madam, what's the matter? J heard high 
words within, no harm I hope? : 
La. Gent. Murder, I fear, if not prevented ; my lord 
George and fir Jam Congqueſt ha ve quarrell'd,and are gone 


out this moment in their heat to end it. 
Sir Fr. H.]˖W/ 0 


La. Gent. I beg you, fir, ge after em; ſhow'd there 


be miſchief, the world will certainly report from falſe 
appearances, that I'm the cauſe, 


Sir 
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Sir Fr. Don't think fo, madam, I'll uſe my beſt endea- 
your to prevent it! in the mean time take heed your 
diſorder don't alarm the company withir=———Which 
way went they? _ | NEL = 
a. Gent. That door, Sir, [Exit aro Who's 
there? {Enter a ſervant.] Run quick, and ſee if the 
garden door into the park be lock'd [Exit Ser- 
vant.] How ſtrict a guard ſhould virtue keep upon nts 
innocence ? How dangerous, how faithlefs are its lawful 


pleaſures, when habitual ! This vice of play, that-has, I 


fear, undone me, appear'd at firſt an harmleſs, ſafe a- 
muſement ; but ſtealing into habit, its greateſt hazards 
grew ſo familiar, that even the face of ruin loſt ns terror 
to me. O refleQion! how I ſhudder at thee ! the ſhame- 
ful memory of what I have done this night, will live with 
me for ever. | ” 


Re-enter | Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the garden-door was wide open. Bros 

La. Gent. Did you hear no noiſe, or buſtle in the park? 

Sery. No, madam. 3 [Exit Servant. 

La. Gent. They're certainly gone out that way, and 
Sir Friendly muſt miſs of em O wretch !. wretch ! 
that ſtoodſt the foremoſt in the rank of prudent, ' happy 
wives, art now become the branded mark of infamy and 


thame. | . Exit. 
| SCENE changer to the Park. 
Enter Lord George. 


Ld. Geo. So, I think we've Joſt the fellows that ob- 
ſery'd us; and if my gentleman's ſtomach holds, now 
I'm at leifure to entertain him. Death ! was ever glorious 
hope ſo inveterately diſappointed ? To bring her to 
her laſt ſtake, to have her faſt upon my hook, nay, an 
my hand, and after all, to have her whip through. my 
fingers like an eel, was the very impudence of fortune 
What! not come yet? He has not thought bet- 
ter on't, I hope It's a lovely clear moon 
I wiſh it does not ſhine through ſomebody preſently. 


Enter 
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Enter four Fellows at a diflance. M 
1 Fel. Stand cloſe, ſoftly, and we have him—— 1 
By your leave, Sir. [They ſeize hin,|ſcom 


Id. Geo. So! here's like to be no ſport to-night then 
'm taken care of, I ſec Nay, pray, gentlemen 3 
pou need not be ſo boiſterous - 1 am ſenſible we 
are prevented. Mk | 2 
2 Fel. Damn your ſenſe, fir, Trips up his heel, off. 
1 Fel. Blood, fir, make the leaſt noiſe, 1'11 ſtick yu 
to the ground, | 5 
Id. Geo. I beg your pardon, gentlemen, I find I an 
miſtaken ; I thought you had only come to preſerve ny 
2 but I find 'tis my purſe that you have a poll 
for You're in the wrong pocket, upon my faith, fir. 

1 Fel. Pull off his breeches, make ſure work; over hi 
heels with em, that's the ſhorteſt way, | [ 
Id. Geo. With ſubmiſſion, fir, there's a ſhorter and qui 
if you pull off my ſkin, you won't find another fixpenceſi cha 


4 4 


in the inſide on t. 
2 Fil. What this? | | 

Lad. Geo. Only a table-book ; you don't deal in paper hov 
I preſume? | | 
I Fel. Rot your paper, fir, we'll truſt no man: mo- utn 
ney does our Un; | 


Enter Mrs.” Conqueſt. ( 
Mrs. Con. How naw, gentlemen, what are you doing 


here? £ | 8 
Ld. Geo. Only borrowing a little money, ſir; the ger] © 
- Yemen will be gone 4 127 


I Fel. Har you, you baſtardly beau, get about your 
buſineſs or- lay hold of him, Fack— | 
Mrs. Con. Me! rafcal=—look, you dogs releaſe D 
that gentleman: quickk———ygive him his ſword again a 
this nunute or- [Pr ents a piſtol 


Id. Geo. And my money, I beſeech you, fir. 

1 Fel. Blood! ſtand him, Fack. Five to one he don! 
kill. The dog has a good coat on, and may have moneſ 
in Nies pft. = 

2 Fel, Drop your piſtol, fir, or ſpill my blood, T11 ſtick. 


Mrs. 


Jou. 8 


Mrs. Con. Do you brave me, villains ?— Have at you 

Ha 2. [She preſents, and miſſes fire. 

— = 1 F:]. O ho! Mr. Bully, have we met with you 
„in come on, ſir there, ſir, that will do, I believe. 


then | ES [Two of them ſecure Lard George. 
men, 3 Fel. What is he down? Strip him. I” 

e we 9 . [They puſs, he falls. 

2 Fel. No, rot him, he's not worth ii leis bruſh 

off [Exit, 


Ld. Geo. Barbarous dogs! how is it, fir! 

Mrs. Con. I'm kill'd I fear the wound's quite 
through me. | | 

Ld. Geo. Mercy forbid! Where is't? 

Mrs. Can. O! don't touch mel beg you call for help 
or any one to witneſs that my Jaſt words confeſs you 
guiltleſs of this accident. = 

Ld Geo. This 3 reproach has more than yan- 
quiſh'd me think I ſee a chair in the M 
chair, chair. they come believe me, fir, I 
have ſo juſt a ſenſe of your misfortune, and your ho- 
nour, that my full heart now bleeds with ſhame to think 
how groſsly I have wrong'd you in your ſiſter's goodneſs : 
how if you live, the future ſtudy of my life ſhall be with 
utmoft reparation to deſerve your friendſhip. 


Enter Chairman. 
Chair. Here: Who calls chair? EY 
oi 1-9. Geo. Here, friend, help up this gentleman, he's 
wounded by ſame Foot-Pads, that juſt now ſet upon us 
—— Sofftly——Carry him to Sir William Gentle s, in 


Chair. I know it very well, fir. 
[Exit Chairman evith Mrs. Conqueſt. 

oo Ld. Geo. Make haſte, while I run for a ſurgeon. 
Death! how this misfortune ſhocks and alters me. 


gain 

ll TJ SCENE chown » 203 Cs” 
* Enter Miſs Notable. [Alome. 

ne) 


Mi's Not. So, my plot takes, J find the family's in a 
tick terrible confuſion ; Sir John has certainly call'd him to 

an account for the letter I gave him If the town 
{rs, | does 
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does not allow me the reputation of this quarre 
I have very hard fortune Lord ! What a morti- 


fied creature will poor Mrs. Conqueſt be, when ſhe hears 
in the loneſome country, that her own brother has fought 
with her only lover, for his offers of love to me? dear 
ſoul ! what muſt it think, when ſuch a raw unfit thin 
as I, gives ſuch a great creature as ſhe ſo unexpected a 

confuſion ? She can't take it ill ſure, if one ſhou'd ſmile 
| When one ſees her next. . 


E.᷑nter to her Mrs. Hartſhorn crying. 

Mrs. Hartſ. O dear madam ! fad news. 

Miſs Not. What's the matter? 
Mrs. Hari/. My lord George has kill'd Sir John Cm: 


eft. | 
74116 Not. O heaven! Upon my account! Art ſure 
he's kill'd? Didſt ſee him dead? 

Mrs. Hartſ. No, Madam, he's alive yet: they've juſt 
brought him in a hackney-chair; but they ſay the 
irons quite through his body: O! 'tis a ghaſtly 

hr | ee ee toy 

Miß Not. Malicious fortune! Had it been tother's 
fate, I cou'd have borne it. To take from me the only 
life I ever really lov'd, is inſupportable. 5 

Mrs. Hartſ. Won't your ladyihip go in and fee him, 
Madam? Ee 

Miſs Nor. Prithee Jeave me to my griefs alone. 

Mrs. Hartſ. Ah! poor gentleman—— _ [Exit 
Miſs Noz. Pretty creature! I muſt ſee him——but it 
ſhall be in an undreſs=———it will be proper, at leaſt, 
to give my concern the advantage of as much diſorder as 
L cam. © 5 | [Exit. 


The SCE NE drawing, diſcovers Mrs. Conqueſt in an 
arm 'i Chair, with Lady Gentle, Lady Wronglove, and 
ſervants about fer. : 


Mrs Con. No ſurgeon yet? | | 
La. Wrong. Here's my lord George, and I believe the 
furgeon with him. "a | 


Enter 


Vo 
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Enter Lord George, Sir Friendly, and Surgeon. 
Ld. Geo. Come, Sir, pray be quick, there's your pa- 
„ . ries 
Mrs. Con. Oh! © „ 
Sir Fr. Twas not in my fortune, madam, to prevent 
this accident. 5 F T2989 Lady Gente.” 
Sur. By your leave, Sir—Your coat muſt come off, Sir. 
Mrs. Con. Hold Hark you, Sir. e 
| ä [Whiſpers the Surgeon. 
Sur. I am perſuaded indeed—A woman! but don't be 
uneaſy, madam, I ſhall have all due regard to your ſex. 
Omnes. A woman! | ES ori nog, Fo 


Ld. Geo. Ha! . bet 
Mrs. Con. To raiſe your wonder, ladies, equal to your 
pity, know then, I am not what I feem, the injurd 
rother of Mr. Congueſt; but ſhe, herſelf, the feeble 
champion of my own deſpair. 8 88 

Ld. Geo. Diſtraction! | 355 „ 

La. Gent. O my fatal folly ! what ruin art thou now 
the cauſe of ? 9 . eee 

La. Wrong. Poor unhappy creature! 

Ld. Wrong. What have you done, my lord? 7) 

Ld. Geo. O blind, beſotted ſenſe 1 not by a thouſand 
pointing circumſtances to fore-know this ſecret, and pre- 
vent its conſequence, How ſhall I Took on her??; 

Sur. No hopes, indeed, Sir. e An 

Sir Fr. Take heed Art ſure tis mortal ? 

Sur. Sir, tis impoſſible ſhe can live three hours 
The beſt way will be to convey the lady to bed, and 
let her take a large doſe of opium: all the helps I can 
give her, is the hopes of her going off in her fleep. © 

La. Gent. [Weeping.] O piteous creature! | 

Ld. Wrong. A heart ſo generous indeed, deſerved a 
kinder fate. The = himſelf | $a c - 8 N 

Ld, Geo. [Throwing himſelf at Mrs. Conqueſt's feet.) 
O pardon, injur'd goodneſs ! pardon the e 170 
lies of a thoughtleſs wretch, that burns to be forgiven: 
cou'd I have &' er fuppos'd your generous foul had ſet at 
half this fatal price my tendereſt vows, how gladly laviſhi 
bad I paid em to deſerve ſuch virtue: 

Mrs. Con. My death, ny lord, is not half fo terrible, 


% * 


iy" 
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eee, 
Geo. — To cure that virgin. "My this en 
conjure you, then, before your lateſt breath, forſakes 
You: let the pronouncing: prieſt, in ſacred union of our 

ands, unite ov honour too, and in this pri 
of my vanguiil To heart. ſilence all, enyious queſtions. on 
your fame for ever. 
| Mrs. Con... "arg 0 be, 1, own, — eaſe in death, to 
give me the exeu 10 ying:honourably yours. 

EE. Go. Mp. 8 ard, your: ber ner, I beg he 

be ſent for. 
14. Wreng. This minute———— 

Hite HIS: AG honourable, tho! unſormpate 1 

1 10 en. We have ſeen happier ho urs, my. lord; 
but ile thewg! gh cows, bud a v1 Frenings way. 
have ſo dark a night to end 

La. Gent. Mournfal Pi ay | 

Ld. Geo. How gladly wqu'd.I pay do n future life 
to orchalo back —55 bal, one fatal bour 27. 

rs. Con. Is't 14e 


Ld. Geo, What 
Mrs. Con. I. f wi Yr1d. Hows ; judge, | m7 log, ſo 
wide — our heart, t lat on 7 9 ſenſual 


cou'd affect i. aw, * 655 Sir roy J What, 
think you? With all this headlopg,w wildyeſs, of a youth= 
ſul heat; .one,moment's,thought,' => oy Proquers ore, 
compaſſion, 00 fe and, honour : J. now, my 
lord, to let you. {ee 1 8 .my, "FT but i innocent, 
Toren 7 map de me ud cb an g. to my ſexs 
horour ; 72 755 by this pong 15 Weal neſs of yaur. 
inconſtancy, Boy fairly to Top ls the 
foxceful, payer of hay 0110 vie dove; 1 thus releat 


EF e ra ans 
LT, 9 3 1 urprizd.. 
Mrs. Con. And iT the. darling a or A e 


liberty; et a-More Preval 2 ou, noh, 
gain Thane 2 1 pi 1 25 travlpor u. 8 


7 alks 1 a Ghair., 


F" 
He? 


Ld, Gea. Ist e a tranſport under be «ke this? © 
Id, 


La. Gent. O bleſt deliverance!" 


th 
(h 


m. 


ed- 


t. J. 


kes 
ur 


on. 


on 


'that ever 
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Id. Wring. Surprizing change! | 

La. Wrong. No Wound nor danger then at laſt? ; 

Mrs. Con. All! all! in every e circumſtance I've done 
this night, my wound, the , robbery, the ſurgeon, 
here's one can Witneſs)” all was s "equally diſſembled as 
my perſon. 

Ld. Ges. Is't F offible ? | | 

Ld. Wrong. The moſt confinitalſe bite; my lord, 

Re ped 7 in all the: circumſtances b f human - 

nature. 


Ld. Geo. O. for/a ſtraĩn of Gez to out do! this 
ſpiteful virtue. 

Ld. Wrong. Why- Faith, my ford, "twas Fatattly hand- 
ſome, not to cheat you into marriage, Waen *tiwas ſo 
proyokingly in her power. 

Mrs. Cha. If you think it- Worth your reve ge, my 
lord come for once I'II give ) your vanit Rave fo - 
humble my pride, and laugh in'your turn at the notable 5 
ſtir I have made About you.: 1 

Ld.“ Ges. Since you provoke ine then, e 6 abt 
and ttemble at my revenge I will not only marry- 
"thee this initant, but the next ſpiteful moment inſolently 
bed thee too, and make ſueh ravenous- .havock of thy 
beauties, | 122 thou ſhalt call in vain for mercy of my 

Power. Ho! within there! call ine chaplain.” 071 

© Nits. Con. Hold, my Jord! * 

Td. Geo. Nay, io Teliftanee——by the wen 
fury thou Haſt rats'd, Ill! do't. 

Mrs. Con. This is downright violence my Lord 
Merong love — | 7s truggling. 
ILA. meg. Don't be: 'codncern'd, madam, he nev 
does any harm in theſe fits: 

Mrs. Con. Have you no thame, ! | 

IA. Geo. By earth, ſeas, dir, by the gloss ropindende- 
of ſubſtantial darkneſs, Jam fix'd. 

Mrs. Con. Will no one help me? Sir Friendly. 

Sir Fr. Not I, in troth, madainy I'think'bis wenge is 
a very honeſt che. | 

Ld. Geo. Confeſs me > yidtor, or expect no mercy”: 


5 * 
\ 


Not all the adamantine rocks of virgin coyneſs, not all 
your trembling, _ TR threats, nn or 


tear, 


your danger has no farther need of 'em 
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tears, ſhall fave you. O tranſport of devouring joy ? 


[Cloſely embracing her. 
Mrs. Con. Oh! Quarter! RE O ſpare 


my perriwig. 


|. Wrong. Victoria! Victoria! The town's our own, 
Sir Fr. Fairly won indeed, my Lord !. 
Ld. Geo. Sword in hand, by Tupiter——And now, 


madam, I put myſelf into garriſon for life. 


Mrs. Con. Oh! that won't be long, I'm ſure ; for 
you've almoſt kill'd me. 

Ld. Geo. I warrant you, moderate . will bring 
you to your wind again. 

Mrs. Con. (Afide.) Well ! people may ſay what they 
will ; but upon ſome occaſions, an agreeable impudence 
ſaves one a world of i impertinent on. 

. Ld. Geo. And now, madam to let you ſee you have 
as much ſubdu'd my follies, as my heart Firſt, 
let me humbly aſk a pardon for offences. Here (To 
Lady Gentle) Theſe ſums, madam, I now muſt own, 


to ſerve my ſhameful ends, were all unfairly won of 


vou ; which ſince never meant to keep, I thus reſtore, 
and with * em give a friendly warning of your too mix'd a 
company in play, 

La. Cent. My lord, I thank you——and ſhall hence- 
forth ſtudy to deſerve the 3 that ſav'd me 
If I miſtake not too, I have ſome bills that call for reſti- 
tution. Here (To Mrs. Con. ) No one cou'd, I'm ſure, 
be more concern'd to ſend 'em. Friendſhips conceal d 


are double obligations 


Mrs. Con. I ſent 'em to relieve you, madam, bur ſince 


(Takes the Bill. 

Sir Fr. Now, child, I claim your promiſe, here comes 

another of. your ſmall accounts that 1s not made up yet. 
Mrs. Con. Fear not, Sir, III pay it to a ſeruple. 


; Enter Miſs Notable weeping, in a night-dreſs. 
Miſs Not. O where's this mournful fight ! Your par- 


don, ladies, if my intruding tears confeſs the weakneſs 
of a harmleſs paſſion, that now twould be ungrateful to 
conceal: Had I not lov'd too well, this fatal accident 


had never been. 


Mr 
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Mrs. Con. Well! don't be concern'd, dear madam» 
f for the worſt part of the accident is, that I am found at 
Pare jaſt, it ſeems, to be no more fit for a wife, than as I 


told you, you were for a huſband. 


own. Miſs Not. Ha! ; | (In confuſon. 
#2 Mrs. Con. Not but I had ſome thoughts of marrying 
, you too; but then I fancy'd you'd ſoon be uneaſy un- 


der the cold comfort of petticoats ſo J don't 
know the good company has ev'n perſuaded me to 
55 pull off my breeches, and marry Lord George. | 
ng Miſs Not. Marry'd ! baſe man! is this the proof of 
hey Pour indifference to Mrs. Conqueſt. (Aſide to Lord Geo. 
; 7 Ld. Geo. Tis not a proof. yet-indeed—But I believe 
nee 1 ſhall marry her to night; and then you know, my 
N life, Jam in a fair way to it. ä 
ft Miſs Net. Jeer'd by him too! I'll lock myſelf up in 
(To ſome dark room, and never fee the world again. [ Exit. 
_ La. Wrong. [To Ld Wrong.] Was ſhe? that creature 
f then, the little wicked cauſe of my diſquiet 
How ridiculous have you made my jealouſy ? farewel 
d e ioliy and the pain. | 
Ld. Wrong. Farewel the cauſe of it for ever. 
Th: La. Gent. [To Sir Fr.] The Count, ſay you, his ac- 
— || complice ! how I tremble! but I have done with it for 
* life; ſuch ruinous hazards need no ſecond warning. 


w Ld. Geo. I fancy, Nuncle, I begin to make a very ri- 
4 diculous figure here, and have given myſelf the air of 
Id | 

more looſeneſs than I have been able to come'up to. 
4 Mrs. Con. I'm afraid that's giving yourſelf the air of 
more virtue than you'll be able to come up to. 


But however, ſince I can't help it, I had as good truſt you. 


0 Ld. Geo And when I wrong that truſt, may you de- 
q ceive me. : ; 
Tl Sir Fr. And now a laſting happineſs to all. 
[Coming forward to the audience, 
Let thoſe that here, as in a mirrour ſee 
Theſe follies, and the dangers they have run, 
8 | Be cheaply warn'd, and think theſe ſcapes their own: 
o ' 
0 
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Spoken iy Mrs, CI BBE R. 


, : : 
'M thinking, when poor plays. are quite.cry'd detum, 


I: ( As nothing's flrange in this revolving: town, , 
Tho". what the latter te had thought amazing). 
What auę poor ſlaves ſhall do.-when turn d a grazing. 
Perhaps great Ceſar, vaio the auorid commanded,. 
May ſnuff the opera candles when diſhanded, ' 
And proud 1 her high diſdain, 
Miſt wiſely floap to ſpread Tofftiſſa's train, 
Not but our women may ſee better lives, 
And make ſome honeſt citts={(troth !) comfortable wives. 
Let 70 damſel think, this ſaid taffront her, 
(For howſoe'er the ſtage s hopes may mount her) 
Beauty may drive as good a trade behind a counter, 
As here* ſome chapman,*there ſome heads with ſorrow, 
May give and feel ſore proofs before this time to-morrow. 
But I whoſe beauty only is grimace, | 
Have no ſuch proſpects from this hatchet face. 
All that Ican do muſt b2—— | 
With humble ale, and 5 round ſea-coal fire, 
At night my penſive ſpouſe, and brats tinſpire, | 
With tags of crambo rhimes, and tack em to th; Italian Hre. 
Nay, e en when hunger prompts em for relief, 7 
I'll make em aſk for food in recitative : 
As thus, (ſings in recitative) Mamma —well, what, 
| _ (what ist you mutter ? 
„Fray cut me a great piece of bread and butter. 
(Then this to the Air of) Tes, yes, tis all I want, &c. 
There's all you're like to have, - 
Nor can you aſk for ſupper ; 
Tis cut quite round the loaf, © 
'Tis under fide, and upper. 
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Who knows in time, but this in bills inſerted, 
May croud a houſe, when Shakeſpear is deſerted. 
Or ſay that I myſel — 1 0h 
Since painted nature no recruits ſhall bring in, 

Should een, in ſpite of nature, ſtick 1655 ing, 
My voice, tis true, the gypſy's but un ind __ 
2 that's a fault you every day are blind to. 
But if I change my name, that half will win ye, 
O ! the ſoft Fein of Seignior Cibberint ! , 
Imagine then, that thus with amorous air 


If you raptures, while T ſquall deſpair. [Sings lialian 
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IF this won't do, III try another touch, | 
Half French, ſome Engliſh, and a ſpice of Dutch. [Sings 
Now, firs, you've ſeen the utmoſt I can do, in broken 
As poet, player, and as ſongſter too; | Engliſp.] 
But if you can't allow my voice inviting. | 
Fen let me live by acting, and by writing. 
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